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“WHO APE YoU?” CRIED PAULINE BRENT, BREATHLRSSLY, WHILE 4 SHIVER SHOOK HERR LIMA. 
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| slowly along the park, and towards a little plan- | belfef that no ome waa likely to hear her, she 
| tation of young larches, whose follage of freshest, | broke Into a song,— 


tenderess green, was geutly awaying about in the 


light breezes, } - 

Bat if the house made « pretty picture, the sr aggenen aa erat 
young girl herself made afar prettier, with her ‘She left off enddenly, and with a little scresm 
blac eyes and yellow bsir, which unconfined, --for s huge St, Bernard dog had sprung out 
fell in long, aun-bright tresses below her waist ; | from the bushes, so abruptly that she was com- 
and her white dress, and large, broad-brimmed pletely taken » / surprise, and for the moment 
hat set off her beauty to the greatest advantage. | was conscious of something very like fear. 

hand she carried s basket, which she| “Rollo! Come here, sir!” cried a masculine 
Intended with primroses, but which, at the | voice, In sharp tones of authority, and a second 
present moment, she was swaying idly about to | later, & s ene Ees hee young man stood 

before her, 


“ Some day—some day I shall moet him, 


his hat with very palpable 
Heart-whole and fancy-free wes Clandis, for | sdmfration in his eyes, “I beg your pardon— 

aay Gianeten mapainess had paoend over haw Raed, | will you vewes sig gems Oey oe! 
aa yet she had nob been presented at Court, I am sure he did not mean to alarm you. 

and life had been spent at Brentwood,| ‘‘ How can you be sure of it!” seked Clandia, 

where as Sir Everard Breat's only daughter and with a smile, for she had now quite recovered 

belress, like some young prin- | her self-possession, 

cess, on whose path only rose-leaves must be} “ I know him weil enough to answer 

strewn. | cosapies siete satis Deis glans Guy bo 

Au she reached the plantation, secure in the | sponsive smile, “ He ls the most gallant dog in 
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existence, and would no} willingly annoy a lady 


for the world, would you, Rollo?” 
Rolio his 


‘tall. in instant approval of 
his master’s words, and looked up into Clandia’s 
face, as much as to say, “Indeed, ft Is quite 
true!” 


! 

* ies lady’s pardon !” 

The patup his paw, and shook his head 
sadly, as if with deep contrition. 
samgitdg. th poets Geek, Ud palling aie 

pro paw, pactiog 
with her other hand, while the young man picked 
up the basket which she in her fright had 
dropped. “Js he old or young?” 

**He hae just completed his fourth year, so 
one can hardly call him a puppy. He is the 
greatest friend I possess in the world, and goes 
everywhere with me—even when I am trespass- 
ing, as 2, I fear, the case at the present moment, 
The fact is, however, I was so much struck by 
the splendid view one gete of the house jusb 
here thas I was tempted to make a sketch.” 

“ A sketch of Brentwood!” repeated Claudia, 
with some excitement, and quite unconscious 
that there was apything wrong in staying and 
talking thus to a perfect stranger. let 
me see It,” 

“Certainly. I shall be only too dell to 
show it you,” he returned, with alacrity ; and he 
teh ie nla elpnd ao 

on groun’ ) 
® moss-covered tree-trunk that was atrethed 


across the path, 
ua how pretty!” she exclaimed, enthu- | 


tically, as she saw the picture of the old 


“Then you are an artith }” : 

** I call myself one,” modestly. hi 

“IT wish Icould paint like that!'’ murmured 
the young girl, Then a sudden Idea seemed to 
strike her, and she sald, quickly, “ Have you any 
other sketches with you?” 

“ You—one or two. I will show them to you 
if you like.” 

She assented eager]y, and seated herself on the 
tres-trunk, while he knelt beside her, and 
exhibited the contents of hie portfollo, 

“They are nearly all pictures of country 
houses,” she observed, in some surprise, 

“Yes, I em making a series of sketches of 
English mansions, which are to be brought out 
presently by a London firm of fine art pub- 
lishera,” he replied, “by which,” with a smile, 
at once proud and ead, ‘you will underatand 
that I work for my living.” 

vs oe are you golng to put our house amongs 


Your house?” {nm some surprise, 

*'T mean my father’s—he is Sir Everard Brent, 
and I am his daughter,” replied Claudia, with 
perfect simplicity, and the artist looked half- 
aanoyed; for he had certainly nob supposed 
himself to be in conversation with the Baronet’s 
heiress, whom he imagined to bea haughty young 
patrician, far too grand to take any notice of a 
acquaintance like himself. 

TI wished to Include Brentwood Park in my 
collection if I could obtain Sir Everard’s permis- 
sion to do so,” he returned,in anewer to. her 
question, “intended writing and asking him 
whuther he would object,” 

He would like iv,” declared Claudia, with a 
confident nod. “He is proud of our dear 
old home, and it will please him for other people 
to admire it ae well. I will tell him I met you if 
you like, and then he will feel more interest 
when you write.” ‘ 

“You are kiad,” wurmured the young 
man, slightly embarrassed, and hardly knowing 
what answer to make to this magn offer 
uttered by the young giri with the prettiest 
naiveté it is ible te imagine, 

In spite of her eighteen years, Claudia was in 
realloy Httle more than a child ; for her father— 
unconventional himself—had cone his best to 
euitivate the natural simplicity of her character, 
which formed such an agreeable contrast to the 


artificial manners of so many youvg ladies of to- 
“This fk Rolle, ien’t it?” she’ asked, holding 


wad traly a magnificent specimen of his tribe. 

* Yes. Do you like ts 1” 

** It te splendid—splendid |’ she repeated. 

The artist hesitated a moment, then said, 
with a certain amount of diffidence—as if he did 
not feel quitesure whether he was right In yleid- 
ing toa sudden impulse,— 

' Would you honour me by accepting {b }” 

“Do you mean you will give {fs me for my 
own! Oh, that ie kind of you! Thank you 
very much |” 

There wae not a shade of awkwardness or con- 
sciousness fu her lovely, lustrous eyes, as she 
lifted them to his, nelther did she make any 
= to conceal the pleasure his present gave 

Every moment made the young man more 
interested in her. She seemed to him the fairesb 
and sweetest spec!men of womanhood it had ever 
been his good fortune to meet, and yet there 
was something in her very Innocence which no 
man would dare to take advantage of, and which 

her ae well as all the barriers 
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He had seen many lovely women daring his 
travels, and while confessing: ‘their beauty had 
found himse!f quite unmoved by ft, and had 
come to the conciusion that there must be some- 
thing lacking In his nature which had prevented, 
and would always prevent, beauty from having 
that effect upon him which it scemed to have on 
other men. 

Now he found his mistake. ge giri, 
with her azure eyes and sun-kiseed halr, haunted 
him with a pertinacity against which he was 
powerless to struggle. 

He tried to go om with his eketch, but the 
effort was frultiess, for always before his eyes 
there floated that sweet, flower-lfke face, and 
ever In his ears there rang the cadences of her 
volee-—-more musical than s peal of silver bells. 

At last he got vp impatiently, and gathered 
his sketching materiale-together, deciding that 
it was quite useless to try and ‘continue working 
any longer, tince it was perfectly clear thab he 
was not fn the mood to do anything save fall {pte 
reveries concerning his morning's adventure. 

** Come on, Rollo!” he said to the dog. “We 
pe Fas edi ete yp lyme ale! 
—long walk, and see if we can get rid of the 
epell that has been cast on us.” 

. He had. come to the of Breutwood about 
three days ago, and hsd a couple of rooms 
in a tiny house, whose p ue appearance 
and flower-covered porch bad, in the first Instance 


- gh und lovely, and 1 
country all ro was very love % 
had struck him that be would be able to make a 


good many sketches of the surrounding feast 
as well as of the Park lteelf, but he had y 
not bergalued for the disturbing’ element of a 





up a bold and spirited drawing of the dog, who 


em 


girl's charming presence to distract his thought, 
and render bim unfit for any work. 
Meanwhile, after filling her basket with prim- 
roses, Olandia had returned home fn time for 
luncheon, and had gone first into the morning- 
room—a long, low apartment, charmingly fur- 
ayrmwboog fem agen never with tables 
Zs shapes a ptions, with 
dwarf bookcases filled with Claudia’s favourite 
volumes, and with pots and vases, and baskete of 


{fn every concelvable place. 
Ciaudia loved flowers, and was never happy 
unless she was surrounded by them; and ac 
the gardens and couservatortes of the Park were 
very extensive, che was enabled to gratify her 
taste. 


The only porson at presend In the room was & 
woman of about forty—tall, stately, and with a 
face that was stil] beautiful, alshough It bore the 
marks of deep sorrow, and a yeb deeper pride. 
This was Pawine Brent, the Baronet’s only 
sister, and the actual mistress of the house, 

Strangers who saw her for the first time ofteo 
wondered why she had not married, and declared 
themeelves fascinated by the aro statuer que 
beauty of her feautures, and the long-lashed 
loveliness of her large grey eyes; but the in- 
habitants of Brentwood could have told a tale of 
a past romance which had made Mies Brent’s hair 
grow grey in a single week, and had brough) the 
strange, 8 look on her face that had never 
alnce left it--they did nod wonder at her re- 
le. 


maining single, — 

* Auntle!” cied Claudia, putting down her 
basket of flowers, and throwing off the broad 
‘brimmed hat, ‘I have had an adventure this 
pen igay <s cltss has quite excited me, I met 
such a me man in the plantation, 
and look what he n mel” 

She éxhibited her sketch, which Miss Brent 
just glameed at; and then put down. 

“T am afraid, Claudia, you are rather too 
wild to be allowed to wander about alone muck 
longer,’ she sald, ‘I don’s know who ‘ the hand- 
some young man’ to whom you allude may be, 
bat fo Is certainly not proper for you to make 
acquaintance with , even on your 
father’s own estate,” 


and ft was a little disappointing to be meb with 
remonstrances at this early stage of her narra- 
tive. 

‘IT never thonght at all about the 


think of anything save the epjoymeut of the 
moment.” 


** And Is not that enough!” 
“Tb it be, if the enjoyment were not likely 
to have ble after aences,” 


conseq 
“ But this will have nothing of the sort!” ex- 
claimed Claudia, impetuously. “Mr, Fane's 
dog jumped out upon me, and of course he 
to apologize, Was there any harm ip 
that?” 
“No, certainly not. But after he had apolo- 
there was'né reasoit for’ you to stay, You 
ought to bave on.” 
"I never thought of thet,” murraured the gir',' 
with contrition; “I was so interested {n his 
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t mand 


quivered as with some deep bub 


tion, She was by a chair, and as her 
py anes took hold of the back 
to 


port 

“ Auntie | ” erled Cisudla, springing forward 
in some alarm. “ What is the matter?! Are you 

to faint ?” 

* Nonsense !” her away rather roughly, 
Med ean have put such # foolish idea in your 
& ” 

* Because you looked like {t,”’ 


oA giddiness, that is all.” 
«Die Th dietwene you to hear me talk of my 


have spoken of her, that you grew and 
looked strange.”’ eer 

* Naturally {6 distresses me,” was the low- 
toned answer. ‘It was a great trouble to all of 
us when she died.” , 

we Bat Ib fe a long while sgo—seventeen 


y ! 

** Yes, bud grief lasts for ever!” returned 
Miss Brent, with @ passion of pain in her volce, 
and as she spoke she 
her bosom as ff she wou 


name. 
“Yes,” murmared the girl softly," I su 
you are t, bud I very often think 
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glilttered in the bows on her dainty little 


“TI think I do look rather nice,” she mur- 
to herself, cavching up her white feather 
cloak and long gloves, and then she descended to 
the hall, where father, a stately, but bene- 
volent-looking man of between fifty and sixty, 
was waiting for her. 
** Are you sure you are wrapped up enough ?” 
anxiously, and gazlog at her with fond 
pride as he spoke, ‘‘ These May nights are apt 
to get chilly, you know, and I don’t want you to 
cateh cold 1” 

“No danger of that, daddy, dear!” she re- 
turned, lightly. “1’m not a delicate hothouse 
flower, but a very healthy and substantial young 
woman—aren’) I, auntie!’ to Miss Brent, who 
had come ont of the drawing-room to see them 
€ 

wart lather smiled, and patted her niece's 


shouider, ia 

“Yes, I don’t think you are particularly fra- 
gile ; nevertheless, ope can’t be too careful,” she 
returned, “I hope you will have a pleasant 
evening.” 

"Oh, cela va sane dire! I wish you were 
coming with us,” 

"'T aball be fofioitely ha 
you, my dear,” said Miss 
they drove away, Claudia was struck anow by 
the beauty of her aunt, who, sianding on the 
them off, looked a singularly sta- 


l never come out with 
“We meet plenty 


= 


ler ob bome, thank 
t, quietly, and = 


tragedy. Some day you may hear the details, 
but I will not sadden you with them now.” 
" Was it a love affair, daddy }” asked Clandia, 
in a lower voice. 
Yes.” 
* And did her lover die!" 
A spasm contracted the Baronet’s features, 
and {t was a moment before he 


"Her lover died—don't ask me any more 
questions, dear. As I said before, some day you 
shali know all.” 
Bub in his heart Sir Everard hoped that day 
— be a long way off. 

laudia was silent for a little while, and pre- 
sently oi sal took her hand, and held !t 

ly tn 

“ How thoughtfal you sre, my darling! Were 
you wondering Whether Thelby would admire 
your new dreas, which is, I confess, when worn 
by qtite worthy of admiration }”’ 

“T wasn't thinking of Thelby at all,” replied 
the girl, indifferently ; ‘‘and I don’t think I care 
much whether he likes my dress or not!” 

"Tam afraid you are ungrateful, and fail to 
appreciate Thelby’s attentions”— which same 
attentions the Bsronet himee!f was inclined to 

for py > sca eee - pens his own, 
you wou every respect 
a eon-in-law to be desired, 

He was rather a -looking young man, 

fair, florid, and inclined to be fat—as 


B 


| 


seating himself by Claudia’s side on 
“My ‘mother would not have the 
ted until dinner-time, becanse she 
was such a shame to shrt out the day- 


*!'You won's have long. to walt,” observed the 
girl, for at that very moment the builer an- 
nounced “dizner,” and the young 

to get up and search out the old Do 
teas, to whom etiquette forced him 
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“Miss Brent, will you allow me to Introduce 
Mr, Lionel Fane?” 

And Claudia, as the host weaot away, found 
hereelf confronted by the young artist him 
self, 

“What a surprise!" she exclaimed, rieing, 
and taking his offered arm, 

“To me ft fe » most pleasant one,” rejoined 

Fane, flushing with unconcenled delight as he 
recognised the girl whose face had haunted him 
all day long. 
“Woll,” Claudia observed, demuroly, “ our 
acquaintance is put upon e per footing now 
that we have been Introdacsad ¢» each other, and 
I shall be able to bow to you when I meet you in 
future.” 

“And shouldn't you have been able to do so i! 
the {introduction had not taker place?” he aske? 
much amused at her natvet?, 

She shook her head fn very positive ne¢, 


on. 

“Oh, dear no! It would have been Im- 
proper, and Mra, Grundy wocld never have for- 
given me,’ 

“T think Mrs. Grandy the most hateful female 
on the face of the earth!” exclaimed the arilat, 
with quite aunecessary vehemence, 

“Do you! That ts a bond of sympathy be- 
tween us, then; for”—lowering her voice 
mysteriously‘ I am always doling something to 
offend her, The faci is 1 generally say and do 
whatever comes into my head, and it is nearly 
always something I ought not to say or do, Isn't 
it a fuany thing that forbidden pleasures are 
usually the sweetest }” 

‘* Not funny atall, It is human natare.” 

By’ this time they were seated at the table, 
with its delicate exotica, {ta cut glass, and giltter 
ing silver, and Claudia was glancing round to eee 
who was preeent. ‘The conclusion she came to 
waa that no other young man at the table was 
half as good-looking or half as pleasant as Fane 
himself ; and having arrived at this decision, sha 
turned to him sgain, 

** Are you a friend of Mr. Thelby’s ?” 

Yee, I met him abroad last year, and was 
bappy enough to render him some slight service, 
which he very much exaggerates. This morning, 
after leaving the plantation, I came upon him to 
the , and he at once me to dine 
with bim this evening. For a long time I refased, 
but he overcame my ecruples—for which, at the 
present moment, I feel deeply grateful to him ™ 
—added Lionel, with a glance at his companion. 

4 Reais you like dinners, then!” 

ot particularly.” 

* Ah! bub you will when you grow older,” 
sald the girl, with a ssge nod, whereat Fane began 
to laugh. 

“What makes you think so!” 

"Allmen do. Aunt Pauline says it ts their 
nature to.” 

Fane Isughed sgain, and the host, glancing fn 
ble direction, ¢id not feel too wel! pleased as 
he saw the friendly relatious that had so quickly 
been established between the two young people. 
‘*And what aboub women!” queried the 
artist, 

"They are different—ab least most of them. 
For myself, the only part of the dinner I care for 
is the dessert.” 

‘* You lke sweets, then ?” 

* T adore them.” 

“Natarally. Sweets to the sweet, you 
know.” 

Claudia looked at him with a certain amount 
of grave rebuke. 

*T wish you had not sald that,” 

“ Why not?” 

*€ Because it Is the sort of thing anyone would 
say, and ft seems as if I had expected ft.” 

‘Iam very sorry”—contritely. “I did not 
intend a compliment.” 

*Oh |” returned Claudia, ‘‘I did not regard is 
in that light, but rather as 8 conventionaliam. 
like compliments "—candid!y—-"' but I don’t like 
conventionalisme at all,” 

She said this with a delicious little alr of quaint- 
news thab Fave found Irresicstibly charming. 
Every moment the glamour she had thrown 
about him deepened, and the spell of her presence. 
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He did not ask himself how it would end—how 
it must end. Delight visits us so seldom that 
we surely need not hten it away when ib 


comes by vision of a ened fature ! 
“When we—the ladies, I mean—are 
the drawing-room, you must make frien 


your aketch being. published. 
“Mach more,” rejoined Lionel, 


hovee! 


When the gentlemen returned to she drawing- 
room Fane immediately went up to Claudia, who 
was listlessly turning over the leaves of au album 
—without, however, paying much heed to its 


contents, 


Her face lighted up into a charming emile as 


she greeted the young artist. 
“ Well?” she said, interrogatively. 
“*T have not only ‘obtained 


has also invited me to come and see the picture- 
allery to-morrow !”—-triumphantly. 
Claudia strack her hands softly together. 
“That is capital! And are you coming ?’’ 
He looked at ker with unconscious reproach, 
wy you ask such a question!” 
‘ 


not have another engagement.” 


“J am afraid if such had been the case it 


would have gone unfulfilled.” 


“ Mise Brent,” sald Squire Thelby, approaching 


them at that moment, ‘“ will you sing for us? I 
am commissioned by my mother to tell you how 
much pleasure it will give us.” 

Ciaudia made a pretty little petulant gesture 
with her shoulders, She did not like her téte a- 
téte being thus interrupted. 

“Why don’t you ask Lady Dgnevor, Mr. 
aie She sings ever eo much better than I 

0. , 

“T don’t know about that, but’—with em- 
pbasis—"I do know that I would rather hear 
you than anyove elee in the room.” 

The girl rose with a lHitie laugh. 

“ After that I can hardly refuse any longer, 
but I haven't brought my music, and I really 
—F think I can remember anything without 

b.” . 

Aimost beneath his breath, Fane murmured,— 

“' Some Day’!” 

‘Ab, yes,” sald Ciaudia, colouring ever #0 
slightly, “‘ Papa says {t Ia a stupid, senti- 
mental Httle song, but ft ie rather pretty all the 
same,” 


She bad not @ very powerfal voice, bub it was 
sweet aad pathetic, and the simple little ditty 
abe had selected—or rather thi Fane had 
aclocted for her—suited it adinirably. 

A complete silence reigned in the room while 


she was singing, sod Lionel’s eyes never once 


left her profile, although bis pleasure was some- 


what marred by the aight of Tielby leaning over 


her while she 


sang. 
“Perhaps,” he said to himself, “it may come 


some day. Who knows?” 


Bat what the “i” was we leave to the ima- 
givation of the reader. 


CHAPTER Ii], 


Tne next morning the sun, peeping In be- 
tween the drawn blinds of the breakfast-room, 


shone on a very picturesque cabdleau, in the shape 


of Sir Everard and his slater, seated at the table, 
with ite cecoratiors of moss and primroses, and 


Olandis pouring out the coffee, and looking like 


some blooming young Hebe. 

“T like your t friend very much,” ob- 
served the Baronet, laying down his newspaper, 
and addressing his daughter. ‘‘ He ie a clever, 
bright young fellow, and there fe somethiug in 
his face that seems curlous'y familiar to me, I 
can’t tell who ft is he reminds me of; perhaps 
I shall be able te do so when he comes to see the 
pleture-gallery tc-day,” 


6 to 
with 
pops,” anid the young girl, presently ; “and 
then you can ask him about the pernifasion for 
It i¢ so much 
more satisfactory to talk than to write to people.” 
emphati- 
cally ; and he took her advice, and contrived so 
well to ingratiaste himself with the Baronet 
that the Istter gave him an invitation to his 


Sir Everard’s per- 
mission to publish the sketch of the park, bat he 


ell,” said the girl, colouring slightly under 
his gaze, ‘I did not know. whether you might 


*' Who is coming to see the picture-gallery to- 
day?” sharply asked Miss Brent, who dis- 
approved of anythiog going on in the house 
witbout her knowledge and consent. 

“The young man who gave me the sketch 
yesterday, auntie dear,” replied Claudia, dim- 
pling into a mischievous smile, 

* Nonsense, Olaudis |” 

“ Indeed, auntie, ft is true—tisn't it, daddy #” 

Miss B.ent turned to her brother rather 
angrily. 

“Why don’t you correct this wild girl, 
Everard?” 

" Because I don’t see that she needs correc- 
tion,” sald the Baronet, rather obstinately. 

* Did ehe tell yon of her meeting, and speak- 
lpg to s perfect stranger in the plantation yes- 
terday? And ¢o you mean to tell me that was 
becoming conduc? in a young lady of position!” 

“There was no harm fn ib, so long as [b was 
done {nnocently. Besides,” he added, rather 
hurriedly, and perhaps feeling that he was likely 
to be worsted in the argument, “the young man 
was introduced to her at Thelby Hall last night, 
and he sseme a very decent sort of young fellow 
indeed. I was much taken with him .nyeself.” 

“And papa has asked him to luncheon,” put 
in Ciaudia, who could not resist a certein amount 
of sly triumph over her aunt’s discomfitare. 

Miss Brent said nothing, and finished her 
breakfast in complete silence. She was trying 
to digest the very unpalatable truth that the 
seeptre of Brentwood was being transferred 
from ber hande to those of Cilandia, whose 
inflaence over her father grew atronger with each 
day that passed, and the knowledge was gail and 
wormwood to her arrogant nature. 

For seventeen years she had been complete 
mistress over Brentwood, and her strong will 
bad ever swayed her brother, whenever it had 
sulted her purpose to exert it to the utmost. It 
was rather hard now to feel that her day was 
over, and that a younger and faizer woman reigned 
fo her stead. 

Ciaudia was restless that morning ; she ran in 
and out of the garden and conservatories, gather- 
ing 8 flower bere, aspray of fern there, and half 
distracting the head-gardener, whc, however, was 
too fond of her to complain. 

*'She’s jast like a flower herself,” he would say, 
sometimes, ‘and she’s eweeter than any flower 
that ever blossomed in the world }” 

Which was the highhest praise Andrew Jvhn- 
son knew how to bestow. 

When Fane arrived—which he did at the 
earlicst moment he felt he could with decency 
appear—hbe found Claudia alone in the drawing- 
room, and she rose and greeted him with a 
certain demure dignity > became her in- 
finitely. 

" You haven't brought Rollo?” she said, 

* Nos; I was afraid he would be in the way. I 
left him in charge of Mrs. Peters, my landlady, 
and I must say she undertook the charge very 
reluctantly, and only on condition that | would 
shut him inside my room and lock the door. She 
stands a good deal in awe of him, I think.” 

Claudia lavghed. 

‘Tam not surprised. He is eo big,and Mrs, 
Peters is so little, I know her very well. She 
was my purse when I was « tiny baby.” 

So she tells me,’’ returned Fane, bub he did 
not add that he had hindered Mrs. Peters for 
whole hour from her work that morning, for the 
purpose of making her talk of her former charge, 

Ab this juncture the door opened, and Miss 
Brent came in, her eyes immediately falling on 
Lionel, who was standing just in front of the 
window, in such a position that the light feli 
fally on bis face. f 

Pauline Brent was not a woman given to hys- 
terics or fainting, but for a minute it certainly 
seemed as if she would euccumb to one 
or the egunt Revd she get ont her bp ot with 
a strange, osb tragic, gesture, and a . 
half-atified, escaped her lipr. ps 

‘Who are you?” she cried, breathlesaly, while 
a shiver shook her limbs. 

Claudia came forward in surprise, and took her 





a. 
“This le Mr. Fane, auntle—the gentleman of 
whom I spoke to you this morning.” 





Fane — Fane!” repeated Mise Brent, 
vacantly. Then she shock ber head. ‘I do 
not know the name—I never heard it in my life 
before, but the face. Oh! ”—shuddering—‘ f 
know that so well--so well!” 

She sank down on a couch near, and covered 
her face with her hands, while Claudia luoked on 
in deep surprise, shared also by Lionel himself. 

A few minutes’ reflection seemed to remind 
Mies Brent that her conduch was very strange, 
and she made a great effurt to recover her self- 


possession. 

“T must apologise,” she said, getting up and 
shaking cff Ciaudia’s detaining hands, whilat she 
aivancad nearer to the window, where Lionel 
was still standing, lost fn astonishment abt the 
effect of his presence; “ but when I saw you 
first you reminded me very strongly of # dear 
friend who died many years ago, and for the 
moment I was quite unnerved. Now that I eee 
you closer, I percelve my mistake—you are nod 
so much like him as I fancied.” 

Fane bowed in some embarrasement, hardly 
knowing what to say, and all were relieved by the 
entrance of Sir Everard, who ab once proposed 
an adjournment to the picture- J 

There sre some days that stand out from the 
rest so vividly that we are apt to date after events 
from them, and almost to lose sight of what hae 
gone before. Such an one was this to Lionel, 
and, perhaps, it may be added, to Claudia also, for 
not a cloud dimmed its sunshine, and she had 
that consciousness of a sympathetic presence 
which goes so far towards enjoyment. 

After the picture-gallery had been gone 


through it was luancheon-time, and Lionel found 


himself seated beside Miss Brent, who seemed 
to have completely recovered from her morning’s 
agitation, and was as charming to the young 
man as if he had been some old friend whom it 
pleased her to honour, Indeed, after the meal 
was over, she asked him to accompany her out 
on the terrace In order to show him the view, 
and although he would infinitely have preferred 
seelng it with Claud{fa he had no alternative but 


Once ont there, however, she little atten- 
tion to the view, and Lionel a curious idee 
that she was trying, in vulgar parlance, to 
“pump” him his own affairs. She 
asked him how it was he had become an artist, 
where he went to school, and various other 
questions concerning his family, all of which he 
answered with perfect frankness, 

“Tam an orphan,” he sald, ‘‘and have beep 
brought up by my grandmother. 
died at my birth, and my father some six years 
later. I have only a faint remembrance of him, 
for even then I was living with my grandmother, 
and seldom saw bim., He was drowned ab sea, I 
believe, on his way to America.” 

“What ts only of the place where your 


grandmother . 

“ Abbots Norton. It is in W——shire.” 

Seas oethon aahis eb ieeumrgheny penn 
nob see her w grown ghastly 
and ue & moments pause he added, with ® 
laugb,— 

“T have very few relatives—none that I know 
of besides my grandmother, so 1 have my own 
way to make in the world.” 

«Ob, yen” be suewered, ™ petty wall, ‘That 

b, yes,” 
yet han had — me oaryenen hung 
on the at the Academy for the dwo years, 
wrt gt ae for phe fair price, dueng 
also be pal tty or my present com- 
which, however, I accepted chiefiy 
it afforded me the excuse for a walking 


may care to tell me.’ 
There is nothing more to tel). My twenty- 
eo, 5 


* Don’t say that)” she exclaimed with some 
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bitterness, ‘‘ Lives that are the least eventful 


Meanwhile Ciaudia, peeping from behind the 
to her father with a roguish 


“Daddy, Aunt Pauline Is flirting most 
abominably with our artist, snd it is nov fair, 
considering how she went on about him at 
breakfast time.” 

“I suppose your Aunt Pauline Is like the rest 
of her eex, my dear-—not proof against a hand- 
some face,” responded the Baronet, drily. 

“Ts Mr. Fane handsome?’ Ciaudia mar- 
mured, half to herself. ‘Hs is very nice, but I 
don’t think I bad thought about his good looks, 
Yea,"—after s pause, during which she had 
regarded him intently from her colga of vantage 
—'the might be the model for P: bus, certainly, 
or any of the young Greek gods—his features 
ate quite classical !” 

* He’s a clever young man too,” pursued the 
Baronet; then, a minute after, he added, ‘I 
wonder whether he can paint portral's well. It 
so, I should not mind commissioning him to paint 
you,” 

* Oh, papa! Do you really mean it?’ 

“Certainly I do. I have often thought I 
should like to have your picture, but somehow— 
well, the opportunity has not occurred |” 

The Barone 


who put things off as long as they can, and 
who rerely have the prudence to foresee diffi. 
culties before they occur. 

He had taken fancy to the young artist, 
and thought it would be plessent to see a good 
deal of him, but the idea of thie intercourse 
dengerous for his daughter did not strike him. 

Tane, when asked, modestly sald he was sure 
he could nod do juatice to Miss Brent ; neverthe- 
lese, he showed himself very avzfous to under- 
take the task, and it wae arranged that she 
sbould give him sittings every morning. 

The rest of the afiernoon was spent {n loiter- 
ing about the sunpy lawns, and elttiog in the 
shadow of the trees, and for the most of the 
time Ciaudia was left to entertain the visitor, 
for Mies Brent had retired to her own room, 
and Sir Everard was in his study—supposed to 
be deep in accounts, but really enjoying an 
afternoon nap! 

And so the golden hours went by, and— 


* Lane ap Cho Rapp of lite, peahe On. oh ha eiente 


migh 
Smote the cnord of self, that, trembling, passed in 
music out of sight!" 


CHAPTER iV. 


Av the ond of a week Claudin’s picture had 
made very considerable 8, for Lionel was 
a swift worker, and {fn this instance the task was 
® lebour of love, 

Miss Brend was usually in the room to play 
propriety during the sitiings ; but it often bap- 
pened that the two young people met each other 
in the park, or found the opportuni:y for occa- 
sional téte 4 tétes, and ic was no wonder thab 
the hearts of each a love had grown up which, 

“though unconfessed so far as Claudia was con- 
cerned, had already made a difference in the 
young girl, taking her In « single leap from 
childhood te womanhood, 

She had grown quieter and less playful than 
she ueed fo be, and would often fall into reveries, 
the subject of which it was nob difficult to guess 
from the smile that played round her lips, 

One evening, when he was sitting alone In hie 
little lodgings—alone, that fs to aay, eave for the 
presence of Rollo, who was lying tn front of the 
window, and taking up nearly the whole width 
of the room—Lionel took himeelf serlously to 
task, and looked hie position fully In the face. 

He was quite aware that he was passionately 
fn love with the fair young girl who.w blue eyes 
had taken captive bis senses the firet time they 
glanced into his, and he was aleo aware of the 
oc peleasness of such a love. 

6 it possible that he should 
win her—he, a penniless, struggling ip "an 
depend upon, and she, 
only daughter and heiress of a rich Baronet} 

b 


; 


The idea was absurd, and Fane was sufficient 
man of the world to know that, kind as Sir 
Everard always was bo him, he wonld laugh bim 
to scorn if hesppeared in the character of a 
suitor for his daughter. 

No; the only thing for him to do was to go 
away, and strive to forget her, although he knew 
that, however much he might strive, ble efforts 
would be unenccessful, for she had become so 
entwined with the very fibres of his heart that 
nothing but death could ever tear her memory 
from it, ~ 

Sclll, to go away would be the moat hopour- 
able course of actlon hs could pursué, and the 
young man cursed his own foliy for having 
atayed #0 long; but the temptation had been 
so great, and his pleasure in her society so 
enthralling, that prudence had been forgotten. 

Toe entrance of Mrs, Peters with bis supper- 
tray broke in suddenly on his meditations. 

** Lor’, sir! Why, you be all in-darkness, just 
for ali the world like an owl!” observed the 
little woman, bus about to light the lamp. 
“ For my part, I can’t abear to sit in the twilight 
thinking, for it always makes me fee) that 
miserable I don’t know what to do!” 

Lionel smiled, and was of opinion that, In this 
particular instance, thinking had had the same 


| ¢ffect upon him. 
t was one of those easy-golog men | 


Ha had grown to like his little landlady, per- 
haps because she was as fond of talking of Claudia 
as he was of lstening. 

** And how's the pictur getting on!” Inqafred 
Mrs. Peters, alluding to Ciaudia’s portrait, in 
which she took a very vivid interest. , 

**It has progressed very rapid!y—so rapidly, 
that I think to-morrow wil! be the last sitting,” 
he returned, rather sadly, 

* Do you mean it will be finished |” 

** No, not-quite that; bus I shall nob require 
Miss Brent to ait to me any longer. I shall take 
the painting up to my studio in London, and 
finish It there.” 

“T should think Mies Claudia ’ll make a lovely 
pictur,” observed Mre, Peters (who was always 
ready for a bit of gossip). ' She’s pretty enough 
for @ waxwork—and so was her mother, poor 
lady 1” 

This was the first time the landlady had ever 
spoken of the late Lady Brent, and Lionel said, 
with some iuterest,— 

“Js Miss Brent like her mother }” 

“The very image of her, she is, Bat I hope 
she'll have a very different fate.” 

“ Was Lady Brent unhappy, then? ’’ 

* No, certainly not. Ia fact, | should think 
she was as happy as she could possibly be, barring 
the fact of having to live with her sister-in-law. 
To's a mistake, living with your husband’s rela- 
tions after you "ec mariied, and so I always 
eaid,” added Mre. eters, with a wise shake of 
the head. ‘'Miss Pauline had been mistress so 
lovg that she didn’t like giving it up to her 
brother's new wife, who was little more than a 
child at the time of her marriage, and I daresay 
there used to be quarrels between them. In fect, 
I know there was; for Miss Pauline has a fright- 


{a /fal’y violent temper, and sometimes {t used to 


out beyond her control. Barring that, 
thoug?, I should think Lady Brent was very 
happy, for her husband worshipped the very 
ground she trod on, and she was a seweet-tempered 
woman herself,” 

** What did you mean, then, by saying you 
ey her daughter would have a different 
fate?” 

Mrs. Peters hesitated a moment, then closed 
the door, as if in fear of eavesdroppere, 

" Well, sir, I spoke without thinking. It's a 
aubject as we don’s talk about, because Sir 
Everard likes it to be kept as quiet as possible, 
and has done all he to prevent ft reaching 
Miss Claudia’s ears, What 1 meant to say wae, I 
hoped Miss Claudia wouldn’t be murdered like 
her poor mother was.” 

“ Murdered }” 

* Yes, sir. It can't matter, me speaking of It 
to you, seeing as how you are a stranger, snd 
will go up to London, and forget al! about | 
but we don’t mention it in the village.” 

“But who murdered her!” asked Lionel, 





deeply interested in this past tragedy, 





“Well, sir, it was a friend of Sir Everard’s, 
who was staying in the house—a» Mr, Moreland, 
and he was engaged to be married to M'ss 
Pauline, Poor thing! It spollt her life, too, 
for she’s never been the same since, Lady 
Brent was stabbed with a Moorish dagger that 
was kept in her bondolr as a paper-kuife, and she 
died directly, without so much as & moan,” 

“And what became ofthe mani” 

“ He was arrested ab once, and taken to the 
county gaol, and there he died the very next 
day, The dcctors sald he had heart disease, 
and that it was the excitement that killed him 
but my opinion is as {t was 8 judgment from 
Heaven.” es 

“ There was no doubt of bie guilt, then?” 

“None whatever. Why, he was found in 
the room—Iady Brent’s boudoir ib wae—with 
the dagger in his hand, and blood on his clothes ; 
besides, he confessed that he was the murderer, 
although he wouldn’t aay why he had committed 
the crime. We all knew he didn’t like my lady, 
and she didn’t like him, snd {fb eeeme she had 
done her best to break off his engsgement with 
Mies Pavline, and there had been guarrela be- 
tween the two in consequence, Poor Sir Everard | 
I never saw a man cut up as he was, He went 
abroad for five yeare—him and hie sister, and 
the baby. Miss Claudia knows nothing about 
it to this day, and ft is to be hoped she never 
wee. * . + 

“ How quiet you are, Mr. Fane!" exclaimed 
Ciaadia, the next morning, after the eltting was 
over, and the young artist was putting up his 
brueher, ** you have hardly spoken a word since 
you came |” 

Lione], In some confusion, muttered some- 
thing about a headache; and Miss Brent, who 
had been seated in the window recess, working at 
her knitting, came forward, and lald her hand 
on his shoulder, 

‘€ Yes,” she said, looking into his face, "you 
are pale, and your eyes are heavy. Leb me give 
you a dose of sal volatile ; [t will do you good,” 
and before the young man could remonstrate she 
had left the room, in search of the promised 
“= 

“Your sunb ls very kind to me,” murmured 
Lionel, after she had gone, . 

* Yes,” reburned Claudis, “you are a favourite 
of hers, and, let me tel) you, {t is a distinction 
enjoyed by very few people indeed, so you ought 
to appreciate !v,” 

“Ido, You have all been very kind—Mles 
Brent, Sir Everard, and yourself, It will make 
golog away all the harder.” 

“Going away!” faltered Claudia, and the 
pretty rose-bloom left her cheek as she epoke. 
** Are you thinking of going away, then }” 

“I must. Basiness,” he turned away eo as 
not to meet her goze while he sald {t, “calls me 
back to town immediately, I need not say how 
much I shall regret saying ‘good-bye’ to Brent- 
wood,” 

Claudia made no reply, She was looking very 
intently at her picture, bat with eyes that saw 
nothing through a mist of unshed tears, 

“TI have brought some eau de Cologne as 
well,” eaid Mise Brent, returning ; and then, in 
epite of Lionel’s remonstrance, she made him 
drink the dose, and sit down on the couch while 
she bathed hie brow with the scent. 


“There! Does not that cool you 1” 
“Tt is delicious 1” he rejoined, fully, and 
as he spoke he raised her hand to his lips, ' You 


— back to me visions of the mother I never 
ew.” 

There seemed to be something fn the words 
that agitated her, for she rose quickly, letting 
fall the bottle of Oologne water, which was spi 
over the iloor. 

“TI believe I am growing nervous in my old 
age,” she sald, with an awkward laugh, to cover 
her confusion ; ‘‘and as it will be eure to in- 
crease with years I have nod a very pleasing 
prospect before me, have 11” 

abruptly, ‘' Mr. 


Auntie,” said Clandia, 
Fane is going away—at once,” 

Mise Brent was silent for a moment, then she 
turned to hiro, saying quickly,— 


















‘into her eyes, 
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“Qb, nol you must not think of such al/ ap my few ”" be observed. ‘'I intend * Then w mys pe not tell me?” hé cried, 
‘We cannot spare you.” leaving by the train, but I will come in j sternly. “ you permit me to have him 
" You are very good, but, unf , Lam | thie it I may, and say adieu to Sir | under my roof—to welcome him as a friend, 
ae eye to leave,” he muttered, x Oe rer Petes when in this very house his father stained his 
ly knowing what excuse to make. for his | to be sent ap to my . Good-bye.” soul with my wife's life-blood 1” 
madden de tion, and quite Incapable of He held out his hand, and she put hers into “He did not!” exclaimed Pauline, vebe 
understandiag the wistfu! look cast upon him by | it. 


Pauline Brent. 

“Then, if you go, you must give us your 
address,” she said, “for now that we know you, 
ib haw’ not do for us to lose aight of you alto- 
wether,” 

He ly complied with this request, and 
oharys | ey all went out on the Jawn, in 
search of Sir Everard, who was supposed to be 
in one of the reer. 

“TI will fetch papa,” observed Clandla, who, 
aya matter of foot, really wanted an excuse for 


getting « fn order to shed a few tears which, 
apite of endeavours, would keep coming 


“ Very well; we will walt for him under the 


‘copper beech,” safd hor aunt, leading the way to 


a rastic bench, and motioning Lionel to a seat by 
her side, 

“‘Mr, Fane," she sald, very earnéatly, when 
they were alone, ‘I want to say a few words to 
you before you go, and although you may be 
surprised to hear them from the lips of a 
stranger, I hope you will nob attribute them vo 
any but the true motive, which is » deep interest 
ta you and your future.” 

She paused and drew a long breath, while 
the young man, albelt grateful, was assuredly 
astonished, 

“¥rom what you have sald”—she spoke more 
dlowly now, and with a certain amount of em- 
barrasszment—"I have deduced the idea that 
= are not very well off now. I want you to 
ook ups me asa friend, and to let me he’p you 


“My dear Miss Brent, you are very good, but 
really I arm in no want of pecuniary sid,” 
answered pet dro. man, flushing a deep crim- 
son all over hfs face. ‘‘ Still, I am gratefal for 
your kindness all the same.”’ 

“ And yet you will not leb ms afd you 1” 

“T assure you Iam in no need of help at the 
present moment, Iam not a rich man by any 
menner of means, yet on the other hand, I make 
enough by my paintings to keep mein comfort, 


if not luxary.”’ 
“* Bull, you may require money by-and-by !” 
“To that case I t take advantage of your 


generosity : at present I could not conscientiously 
do #0,” returned the young man firmly. ; 

Mics Brent sighed, and looked disappointed, 

“ You have not misunderstood my meaning— 
you believe that I wish to be your friend?” she 
sald, cagerly. 

" Certainly, and, ae I said before, I am very 
gratefal. I do not know what I have done to 
deserve your kindness,” 

“You are like someone I once knew—so like— 
so tke!" she murmured, half to herself ; and 
then, as if overcome by some great agitation, ahe 
gob up, sod went {nto the house, leaving Lionel 
 -wg astonished than-he had ever been fn his 

ifs, 

He could not understand her, She was a 
mystery which ib wae beyond his power to solve. 
That she had a friendly feeling for him he did 
no? doubb, but {b must. have been-a very strong 
frlendship indeed which had induced her to lay 
ad purse at his disporal so soon aft.; knowing 

m. 

“T can’t find paps anywhere,” sald Claudia, 
returning. ‘'‘ Why "—-sbopping short—" where fe 
auntie 1” 

" She has gone Indoors.” 

There was an awkward pause. Claudia stood 
quite still, with her slim, white fingers luter- 
iaced one in the other, and her eyes downcast, 
while the filckering shadows fell on her sun-bright 
hair, and on the long, curly lashes fringing her 
drooping lids. 

Lionel rose harriediy. He feit that if he 
stayed there, and looked at her any longer, all 
considerations of prudence would be forgotten, 
and his love would rush tumultuously from his 


Hips 
" IT think I will go back home now, and pack 





Lionel looked up, and there, coursing slowly 
down her cheeks, were two teare. 

Coven, tee say young, it must be remem- 
bered, and had not yet learnt the lesson of dis- 
pulsing her feelings, She did try—voery hard 

—to prevent those tears from falling, bub 
ahs ee I ing! D reali 
you sorry I am zg 0 you iy 
regret ib}” asked catching his breath 
ohesply, and not loosing her hand. 

1 made no verbal reply, only lifted her 
eyes and looked at him ; bat in that glance Fane 
read the secret of which she herself was unaware, 
aad {n another moment his arms were round 
er, bis kisses were on her lips, and he was 
telling her paselonately how much he loved her 
—how miserable life would be to him without 
her ; while she, with shy delight, ylelded herself 
to hia caresses, knowing that ehe had, Iodeed, 
met her fate ! 





CHAPTER V. 


** AND you were really going away because you 
loved me?” she said to him presently, when both 
had grown calmer, and were seated on the rustic 
— concealed from view by the friendly shade 

t 


— I hope to win you—poor, nameless, as I 
am?” 


She put her hand sgalnet his lip: with a pretty 
little {imperious gestare, 

‘* You must not talk like that! What do you 
auppose | care for wealth orfame? It is you I 
love—your very self, and all the wealth of the 
world could nob make you dearer!” 

He covered the delicate hand with kisses. 

“IT know that,’my darling, but what will your 
father say to me?” 

Claudia’s smile faded, but only for a 
moment. 

* He may not like it at first,” she said, candidly, 
“bat when he sees that I should be mizerable 
if he did not give his consent, he will come round 
o right. Dear old daddy! his only thought Is 

or my a 

Lionel could not feel equally certain, but was 
quite willing to be hopefal, 

Ms Fe. work so hard not angel ay sc the 

t of you to me on!” he , fondly. 
T feel capable of doing all corts EE ge things 
—of painting a pictare which challenge 
the adm! of the world, and then coming 
and layiog my laurels at your feet!" _ 

Lite seamed very golden to those two, In the 
first delight of love and youth, as they sat to- 
gether wader the dan shadow of the leaves, 
weaving a joyous future from their own faucles, 
and recking Wttle of the dark shadow that was 
so soon to fall upon them, 

pea eg I pa oye Sertamhes 
greeuhonnes, gone to v ta 
glimpse of them as he walked up che gravelled 
path, and came to a full stop, ae {f with the 
intention of distur their téte-2 téte, then 
ecemed to alter his mind,.and went swiftly Into 
his study, where be was almost immediately 
joined by his slater, 

She paused on the threshold, and looked at her 
brother In ‘astonlshment—as well she might, for 
his face was and drawn, and he seemed to 
be the prey of some great anxiety. 

"What ts the matter, Everard? Are you 

“No, bat I am very much worried,” he 
answered, passing his hand wearily across his 
brow, “I met Thelby fn the village, and we 

t talking of this young artist, Lionel Fane. 
Bo you know who he is?’ 

It was now Miss Brent’s turn to look pale, and 
her eyes fell under he: brother's gaze. 

uae suspect-——" she murmured, in a low 
voice, 


“Te was the best thing for metodo. How. 





“You bave told me!” repeated the Baronet, 
with deep scorn. “And what do you think your 
faith in him is worth, when he was taken red- 
handed from his awfal crime, and with the weapon 
still in his grasp? He did not deny !b bimself 
and If he had lived he would have been hanged 
for his crime. You believe In bim because he 
was a lover, and I suppose ft fs for that reason 
you have welcomed his son } but you have been 
wrong, Pauline—more than wrong, indeed, for 
you have betrayed my confidence, and I cannot 
readily forgive you |” 

She covered face with her hands, and re. 
mained ellent, while the Baronet rang the bell. 

"Go out on the lawn, aud tell Mr. Fane I 
wish to speak to him,” be sald to the servant 
who answered bis summons, and as he spoke 
Migs Brent looked up in quick alarm. 

“You ere not going to tell him the whole 


| miserable story?” she exclaimed, with agonized 


entreaty. ‘He himeelf knows nothing of his 
father’s identity, does not even know that he 
bears a falee name | a eee 
truth, you will spoil the whole of his life.” 

“ Are you sure that he fs Iguorant }” 

** Qaite—quite sure! I have questioned him 


we with a view to discovery.” 

Then,” sald Sir Everard, “I shall tell him 

nothing more than that he must not come here 
I will pay him for Ciaudia’s picture as 
it were finished, and our Intercourse 

moust cease.” 

“How did Mr, Thelby learn who he was!” 
asked Paullue, atill profoundly agitated. 

: his family lawyer, who, {b seems, 
pays Fane's er an annuity, Thelby 
wae of Fane, who saved his life once, 
and Stevens told him the truth, chiefly be- 
cause he had beard that the artist visited me, 
and he thought it was not right I should remaio 
in ignorancs, I met Theiby on his way up the 
village to seek me,” _ 

There was no time to say mora, for the artist 
himeelf atood at the door, and ata sign from her 
brother Miss Brent left the room, weeping 
bitterly. 

Now that he was really face to fecs with his 
guest, Slr Everard felt the difficulty of his taek, 


and paused, hardly knowing how to A 
Eventually it was Lionel who s be 
“I was on the polnt of see ou, Sir 
Everard, to tell you that I love your daughter, 
and to ask you whether you would ib me to 
declare myseli her suitor,” he , coming to 


the point with straightforward directness. “I 
know that I am not rich, and that from os 
worldly point of view I am most Ineligible, but | 
love her with all my heart, and if you will only 
give me hope I will proye myself worthy of her. 

will compel fame and fortune to come to me!" 

He spoke fn an open, manly way that, in any- 
one else, would have challenged the Baronet’s 
admiration. 


Without attempting to conceal hls knowledge 
of the presumption he showed fn making love to 
an hetress, he yet, by virtue of bis talent, and 
the love he bore her, ventured to Be apap Sir 
Everard on equal terms, although a certain 
humility that was in itself half pride, 

"You love my daughter—you wish to marry 
her!” exclaimed the Baronet, absolutely dum- 
founded by the request. ‘* Do you mean to say 
you have told her thia}"” 

“T have, sir, aud she responds to my affection, 
and bas promised to marry me, subject to your 
approval.” ; 

“Which you will never get! This is folly— 
madness, Put all sach ideas out of your head 
ones and for all. A union between you and Miss 
Brent is an impossibllity.”’ 

‘Pardon me,” said the youug mao, firmly, 
bat with deep respect. ‘'Love itself levels all 
things, and by virtue of {b I claim that you 
have no right to forbid our marriage, We love 
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Mag se Pen 
I could watve in consideration of her happluess, 
bub a lies between you that can never be 
bridged over—that no’ can span, and {b fs 
for Teagon you must go sway ab once, and 
promise never to approach Claudia again.” 

It was now the young man’s turn to look 

for there was an earnestness in the 

Baronet’s manner whith convinced him he did 
not speak without adequate reason. 

“ What fs this gulf?” he asked. 

*T would rather not tell it you—indeed, It fs 
much better you should not 


qu tion 1” ; j ) 
; 72, ware you 11 ff for your, hikppiness to remata 
‘0 ignorance,” 

‘IT carenot!. Uniesa I recognise the reason of 


k, 
pra Bo Si nothing shall Induce me to give 


P i 

“Then,” sald the Baronet, ‘‘slocs you will 
have it eo, I will telt you the truth. Your father 
murdered my wife i” 


Thé youog mao back as if he 
been hey Ab first comprehen: 
the Pye oer iis 

Tt is not true—it cannot be true |” he erfed, 


lactance she had always manifested In x 
ef bis father, and to the fact that she never 
slinded to elther frienda or relations. 

Could this be the reason ? 


He groaned aloud, and hid hie face in his 

haods, and Sir Everard added kindly,— 
_ “Come, come, dou’t give way. Be a man, and 
look your trouble bravely in the face. 1t is very 
terrible, J admit, but you are not the first who 
has had to suffer for another's sing, Think of my 
sgony when I saw my young wife lying dead— 
po getomrercer cB Boe Bah eA, 
that we could ever discover! I w ve 
spared you if I are eee me,’ 
‘ ‘ts re 


= 


could, 

“No,” sald Lionel, “ib ‘fs better for me 
know the trath—if trath it be. Bat why a 
you ‘et me come here if you know this!” 

Baye hunge ving geSiag be weit Dowdy goin 
Seale a we should ag oe 
ifferently. wiedge cime throug 
Stevens, thé solicitor, w—” ’ 


ed. 


ae < po OE "I wee qwate my grand: 
mo > hie Stevens, for he collects come rents 
sad sends them to her every quarter.” 

He remained silent for s few miiutes, thea 


started up {mpetnoualy, 

SO 1 wil go with 
cut delay er herself, 

eer Bhat ie bovis T etl ovate Desk 


and 
ft ls teue—— 


oe 


oc Fon stinaiin ogtat 


loin spite of allthe world! If} 


An hoor afterwards he was {a the train, sen 
pidly towards the cbscure little village 

childhood had been passed, snd almost 
by conflicting emotions. How the 
he never afterwards knew, for he 
in a sort of dream that recked of 


its vn misery, . 
ter station was , bat he did 
until they Tesshed his destination, 
sprang ont of the carriage; and 
taking any notice of the portere who 
him, and with whom he used to be on 
crag Aces he strode hastily along the 
king how much changed his life 
last he trod that road, 
nob seen Claudia alnce his parting with 
ler the copper beech, for ahe had gone to 
m immediately, there to ponder over her 
exe, 


eS 
Hut 


265 
ceteetler 


1 
Miss Brent met him {n the corridor, but, 
lead of s, he had nob stayed to speak 
her, 80 anxfous was he to gét to the station, 
- little inclined for the common amenities 


At last he arrived at Dale Cottage—a pratty 
little house, half-smothered In roves, standing 
back from the road {n a large garden, and bearing 
on its white-curtalned windows and brightly- 
polished knocker e’gns of the scrupulous care 
ex ‘upon {te cleanliness. 

no the tiny, fower-scented' parlour en of 
woman of between sixty and esventy was at 
work knitting a sock, which she dropped as she 
saw ber visitor, and came forward with out- 
stretched arms, . 

“Lionel, m ost boy! This is, indeed, a 

it sur sei 


m... Paap 3 her 2 virgen See then for the 
t time she noticed his changed appearance, 
Pa a you i], wy boy!” she asked, anzx- 


” ti in mind, but not fn body, Grandmother,” 

he put his hands on her shoul and looked 

down into her eyes, “I have been talking to Sir 

Per inchs mening. oh wesegelt tik ‘Tn, toad 
little gasping sigh esca 

the young man felt her form sremble ti his 


grasp. 

"Sir Everard Brent!” she repeated, in & 
suffocated voice. ‘“‘ Why—ob, why did you go 
there?” 

" You know him, then?” 

She bent her head without rep!ying—indeed, 
she seemed too agitated to speak, and her manner 
confirmed Fane’s worst fears, 

"Is fb true that my father murdered Sir 
Everard’s wife?” he asked, determined to hear 
the truth without delay, 

The old lady did not reply. 

“ Answer me, mother—for pity’s sake, 
This enspense is @ me! Only say ‘ Yes,’ or 
'Nol’ he erled, his pain becoming futolerable, 

As the reply came, he threw out his arms 
with a wild gesture of dospalring appeal, for it 


a8, — 
“Yes!” 


§ 


gee 8 


ais 


CHAPTER VL 
Aut that afternoon Claudis epent in her room, 
or ky Spee eh 
in dy, an t) com 
"The young I felf'a Httle pardtteed 


‘and prev only when Pe Ne Age —- 
away, and five o'clock came, that 
9 at length entered the study. . 

Her father was sitting at the table, with his 
head resting on bis hands, and hie atiitude fal! 
of despondency. 

“ Daddy, dear |” 


BS 
: 
i 
i 

: 








terrupt me until you have heard what I have to 
say. It is not only that ho fs below you fn rank, 
and fs poor, that I have come to this declefon, 
for another and much more powerful rearon 
meee and he himself is ready to acknowledge 
61” 

The young girl had risen to her feet,” her 
cheeke flushed, her eyes sparkifr ¢, 

“Papa, nothing shall part ue—if he ie only 
true tome! I will walt years, if need be, but f 
will never marry anyone elze,” 

The Baronet shook his head gadly. 

"Tb Is Fate, my deor, that will part you, The 
sins of the fathers are visited on the children 
even unto the third generation, and the shadow 
of a crime Hes between you, and will prevent 
your ever beirg anything to each other eave 
strangers,” 

‘* What do you mean!” ehe sald, 
tlently, “ you are speaking riddles.” 

* Claudia!” said Sic Everard, answering her 
question by another, "have I not always been a 
kind and affectionate father to you? Have I 
not given you your heart’s desire whenever it 
lay in my power to do so 1” 

** You bave indeed, ps You have been 
the best snd dearest of fathers alwayz.” 

“Then can you nob trust me now, ard be- 
Meve that I am acting for your good, and have 
= truest Interests ab heart? Doubtless Fano 

imeelf. will write to you, and tell you he gives 
ou up; and mind you, Olandia, ft will be of 
own free will, and nob because I have mace 
aby effort to persuade him, One thing I execs 
from your love, and it is that you shall not try 
to diseover the barrier which severs you, for the 
knowle¢ ge could not possibly do you any good, 
and would certainly pain you. My dear” —hite 
tone became very tender as he kissed her brow— 
"I would willingly bear your trouble for you if 
ib were ble, bub remember we al) have to 
suffer, and agers. 
She left the study In a sorb of bewildered 
dream, Poor Claudia | whose path bad hitherte 
been strewn with rose-leaves, The thorns were 
pressing in her flesh for the frit time, and her 
trouble was none the lees heavy to be borne be- 
cause there was a vague Intangibility about it, 
whose origin she could not even guess, 

Surely there must be some mistake, which the 
morning would clear up! Fate could never be 
cruel enoogh to part her from her lover, while 
his firat kiaews still lingered on her lipe—his fi at 
love vows still echoed In her ears ! 

‘Some cay we shall be happy,” she. mur- 
mured to herself, and then, to while away the 
time, ehe tried to slog the song she had been 
humming when she met him first, but broke 
down ignominlously foto a flood of tears | 

‘Ales i the next day brough’ no Lionel, and 
the hours seemed to drag as wearily as if they 
were weighted with lead. By the evening post 
came a letter, and after glancing at the writing 
she ran into the window-recess, where the cur. 
taine hid her from view, aud there she eagerly 
tore open the envelope, aud read the enclcsure, 
which ran thus :— 


im pa. 


* write to wish you an eternal good-bye, 
Claudia, for fn all human probability we shall 
never meet again—and fit is better so, since 
nothing but misery could come of our meeting. 
I give you bsck the promise you gave me, and 
try to hope you will marry some good man, who 
will make you happy. Least you should think 
your father has had anything to do with this 
decision on my part, I tell you that even if he 
were to beg me to marry youl could not do ft, 
for there is a chasm between us which no en- 
deavours can spsn. Farewell! : 

“Lrongi Fans,” 


. © . » . 


A month later Olandia wee prevented at 
Court, and found herself in the vortex of fashton- 
able society, where her beauty, and the fact of 
being her father’s hefreer, made her one of the 
avccesses of the season, 

Sir Everard had come to the conclusion that 
the best way to make her forget Fane would 
be to take her away from Brentwood, where at 
every turn she was reminded of him, and to 
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throw her Into the gafety of London fashlon, in 
the hope that some other lover mighb take his 
place in her heart. 

Miw B ent quite agreed in this view, and came 
up to town herself In order to chaperone her 
niece and see her triamphs, S:range to say, 
since reading Wionel’s letter, COlandla had never 
once alluded to him, and—much to her father’s 
rellef—had asked no questions concerning the 
reason that parted them. 

As a matter of fact, the letter had been ao posl- 
tive, Ye hopeless, = bran asp ono the young 
git recognized uliliey of rebelling against 
ite declaion—and very likely pride 
aid, and her to her 


ted 
going to London, bab submitted with quiet 
obedience, and made no objection to being pre- 
sented at the next drawing-room ; 
ib came to taking an Interest In her she 
was found qalte lacking, and not all her aunt’s 
endeavours could make her treat the subject 
othurwise than indifferently. 

It was the same with the lovers that presently 
gathered round her, her smiles, She 
treated them all alike, with a certaln icy friend- 

i than Indifference 


iteelf ; and towards the end of the season, when 
an Earl's coronet was laid at her feet, she rejested 


~{t as carelessly as if coronets grew on blackberry 


“T think you are wrong, Claudia,” her aunt 
told her, as sat together in the morning- room 
in Pork Lane. ‘*You will never have such 


offer, 
Ciaudia smiled, half scornfally, half-sadly, 
“I hope not, Aunt Paulina, for I shal! never 


“Nonsense, my dear |" 

Io fs true,” quietly, “If ft were not for 
papa and you, I sbould just go into s ulsterhood, 
and devote my life to labouring among the 
poor. 


“My dear child, whata notion! And you not 
yet nineteen!” 

Ciaudla made no reply, and her aunt looked ab 
her wistfully, keenly conscious of the pale faces, 
heavy eyes, and expresaion of eadness that had 
now become habitual to the girl. 

Miss Brent's behaviour towards her niece 
had very much of late. She had 
grown much more affectionate, and had taken 
the deepest interest in all the young girl did. 
Her heart smote her atrangely as she observed 


the change these few months had made in her 
S ihuve pon net Sed forgotten ‘Mc. Fane,” she ad 
asked, softly 


“T shalt never forget him, auntie dear. My 
love was not given for a week or a day, but for 
ever and ever ; and though we are parted, I feel 
thatitis through no faultof his, and that,{n spite of 
sll, he is quite worthy of my affection. I> willall 
come right some day,’’ she satd, more to herself 
than her companion. “Perhaps ft may nob 
be on earth, tub there fs a world beyond, and 


She concluded her sentence by a smile, and her 
aunt turned abruptly away, aa if the words hurb 
her In some way. 

That same ujght they went to a bail, for 
‘Qlaudia made no obj ctlon to going out, In- 
deed, she seemed ready to do anything her 
father wished, although she never showed eny 
symptoms of enjoyment, such as would have 
been supposed naiural to her age aad position. 

Miss Brent accompanied her, and the brilliant 
ecene was one that certainly might have raised 
enthusiasm {in any heart which the frost of age 
had not chilled, The flowers, the lights, the 
flashiog jewels, the delicate ecents, the aofs, 
dreamy wusic, all made up a fairy laud whose 
effect was rendered more charming by the musical 
sound of falling waters in the conservatory, where 
the fountains were playfog in thelr marble basins, 





amongst the broad, green, Ifly leaves floating on 
the surface. 

aren oak, Seen "eieps the heat under 
a huge tropleal palca, cavalier was none 
other than George Thelby, who had followed the 
Brents up from W—~~shire {n the hope that 
— Induce the young girl to become his 

8. 

“The place looks pretty from here, does It 
not?” hesald, as he fanned Ciandia with a white 
awanedown fan that he bad taken from her un- 
willing hand. “Those coloured lights have s very 
charming effect, but ought not to be hung 
so low, for if one agains) them they 
might fall, and then thé consequences would 

disagreeable |” 


'y be 

Ciaudia assented mechanically, without, how- 
ever, looking to see whether the young man’s 
fears were well-founded—-as was, in effect the 
case, for the Chinese and other lanterns hung 
amidst the foliage were of necessity so lightly 
suspended that a mere touch would knock them 
off the branches, 

Presently the band strack ap a valse, and 


Thelby rose, saying, 
mba T tobe $e back bat > the ball-room ?”’ 
ber head. 


**No, thank you. I have kept this dance fres, 
and I would much rather sft !t out here than in 
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alth she was badly burned were not 
stn s position to tate the full extent of ber 


jaries. 

Evidently they entertained very little hopes of 
her u'timate recovery, for thelr eyes and voices 
were very grave as they gave their report. 

Both Ciaudia and her father sat up with the 
sufferer, but 16 was nob until morning that she 
opened her eyes and —_ 

Strange to say, she a fall recollection of all 
that had happened, and was quite aware of her 
own precarious condition. 

laudia,” she 


pare 

{t should be I than you, My life ts well-nigh 
Sens to come, Iam quite willing to 
ad ” 

“Don't tlk about dying, auntie, dear,” 
the girl, in a stifled volce, ‘You will get 
bet er -——” 

“T don’t think so, dear ; In fact, I feel sure of 
it. Everard!”—her brother came to her side— 
“T want you to do me a great favour, Let 
Lionel Fane be sent for without delay.” 

The Baronet started violently, and did nob 
reply. 

“T have a reason for wishiag his presgnce, and 
if you hesltate ib will soon be too late,” urged 
his sister. “ This may be a dying request, surely 
you will grant it?” 





“ What good can his coming do!” muttered 
uneasy ab his 


J 
(i 
: 
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presence, his reason for doing 
An teas dag? Brent Jay aly etl 
on her bed, apparently lost in save when 


‘I don’t know,” replied Pauline, quietly, 
t I feel that I shall see him soon, whether 
or not,” 


ted 


[ty 
at 
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at 
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iA I not better got” whispered Clandia, 
Invalid’s hand clossd 
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reluctantly, for Moreland was poor, and had no 

beyond « sort of dilettante literary 
taste, which brought him in a small income 
through his wri Between him and Ledy 
Brent there wae no love lost, and ehe many times 
remonat: ated By = wl m loa fn 
engsging myself to » when the chance 
of so much better offers. . 

"One day, I went to her boudoir to complain 
of some alteration that had been made in m 
room without my belog consulted. I daresay 
was in the wrong, and I know I spoke passionately 
sud angrily, for I wae very much incensed and 
amongst other taunts I fang at her was the one 
that her rank had been considerably below that 
of my brother, and that she had married him 
for the sake of his money, and was presuming 
on her position. At this her temper rose, and 
she retorted angrily that if the brother had 
See eee 
suit 

“ Well, I suppose I was maddened by this 
allusion to my lover, and I took up a dagger that 

declared if 


was lying on one of the tabler, and 
she dared say that I.would stab her, She 
was Do coward, she instantly repeated it, 


adding something even bitterer, upon which I 
carried my threat Into execution | ” 

A simultaneous cry of horror rose from her 
and her own brows contracted as 


ceeded, in » perfectly firm volee, — 

“The moment I had committed the deed re- 
pentance came, and my first impulse was to give 
myself up, but as I went towards the bel] More- 
jand himself entered. It seems he had heard 


Lady Brent’s ashe was walking along the 
passage, and fancying something must be the 
matter had opened the door. 


“T suppose the moment he saw me with the 
dagger in my hand he comprehended the aitua- 
tion, for be took the knife from me and instantly 
commanded me to g> to my room—which com- 
mand I obeyed; aud it seems directly 


not been eo deeply injured, assured the dying 
woman of his pardon, but still her eyes scught 
her brother, 
‘* Everard —Everard-——1 '’ 

Then, with 4 supreme effort, the Baronet took 
her hand 


“TI forgive you, Pauline, as I hope to be for- 
given!” 
” * * * * 

It is eight moaths later, The primroses are 
starring the moss in the woods, and the daisies 
are sprinkled over Pauline Brent’s grave—for at 
her own request her body was taken down to 
Brentwood to be burled, and after the funeral 
Sir Everard and his daughter went to Italy, to 
atey there for the winter, 

hey are back again now, and on their way 
through London are joined by Lionel Fane—for 
he still keeps his assumed name, although the 
truth about the murder is now known, and 
people cannot polnt to him as the son of a 


He has done good work In the winter months, 
and his Academy picture—a young girl sitting 
in @ wood, with bunches of primroses at her feet, 
and a vague dreamy look in her eyes ae she gazes 
into the sunny distance—has been h/zhly praised, 
and has brought the artist a golden harvest. It 
fs called ‘Some Day!” and people who cannot 
understand the girl’s expression wonder what the 
name means, 

Ciaudia—between whom and the picture there 
Is & great resemblance—knows perf well 
what it means, and Indeed the meaning Is fal- 
filled, for her father has given hie consent to her 
marriage with Lionel, and the wedding {s to take 
place as soon as a year has elapesd since Pauline 
Brent’s death, 

They never mention her name, bnt there are 
always fresh flowers on her grave, and certainly 
her memory haz Jeft more pity than anger in all 
their hearts ; for if her sin was grent, 20, doubt- 
less was her suffering. 

And so the ‘Some Day” that was to bring 
beppiness has come ab last, undimmed aun- 
shine glorifies the path of the Jiere, whose love 
fs all the! deeper for the “ cleansing fires” 








through which {t has passed. 
(THR. END } 
Contraky to general belief, gold can be com- 


pletely dissolved fa water, The colour of such 

solution may be elther red, blue, purple, or black. 
To make the red solution, a solution of bicar- 
bonate of soda fs poured into a diluted solution 
of gold chloride, formaldehyde is added, and the 
mixture brought toa boil while being stirred. 
The water ewployed must be perfectly pure. 
The solution thus obtained Is very week ; it is 
concentrated by dialeis so as to contain as much 


aaa gramme of gold to the Iitre of water, This 
passes uncharged through the thickest 
filter-paper, and may be kept three months with- 


out forming a sediment. 
Great InpusTR14, Frowsr Sfow.—The new 
has been issued for the ‘‘ One and All” 
Flower Show, to be held at the Crystal Palace, 
in August. in connection with the Annual Co- 
Festival. The schedule this year is in 
two parts, forming two illustrated pamph'ets, 
ronoing into about 140 and containing 
offers of prizes calculated to stimulate every 
kind of horticultural sm work- 
ing men, women, and children throughout the 
kingdom. The p izes, over 1,000 in number, 
{nciude s Silver Champion Oup by Countess 
Grey; Gold, Silver, Bronze Medals by the 
Agricultural and Horticultural Society ; a Silver 
Cap by Miss Wilmott, V.M.H.; an original 
Water-Colour Drawing by Mics Marie Lowe 
(Mrs, Hensley) ; special prizes « (fered by many 
Co-operative Societies; £150 by the Crystal 
Palace Company ; and £200 by the Conrcil of 
the Agricaltural and Horticultural Association. 
Oopies of elther schedule may be obtained free 
of charge from the Hon. Sec-etary, Mr. Edward 





ae Greening, at 3, Agar Street, Charirg Cross, 





HIDDEN FROM ALI. EYES. 
CHAPTER ‘EXY, 


“Now thie is a curious coincidence!” ex- 
claimed Sir Edward, as he looked up from a 
letter he was in the act of readiig the next 
morning. ‘* Here's a letter aboub yon, Vere, 
jest as if she knew you were staying In the 
heuse |” 

“© About me? Who can it be from?” setting 
down his coffee-cv p and beginning to stare, 

He was not one of those men who think it 
only natural that they should occupy women’s 
pens as well as their tongues. 

"Lady Kindersly, a dear old friend of mine, 
tut as mad as a ‘March hare; but you eha!lt 
jadge for yourself! As we are all friends 
here” —looking rcund the tabie, where there 
waa only one chair empty, ard that was his 
nephew'’s—"* it can no breach of confidence 
to read it cut. I will pass over the beginning of 
it, Ahem!” clearing his throat and adjusting 
his glasees:—‘''Many years ago, when I was 
staying in Devonshire with my dear old friend 
Mary Cartlse—who died last year to my infinite 
regret—I was walking along the beach, when | 
saw some children playing on the rocks far in 
advance. I had scarcely noticed them, when a 
child clambered on to a particularly large 
boulder, and in another moment his foot elipped, 
and he fell Into the cea, I screamed and ran as 
fast as I cculd to the spot, but the child would 
have been drowned before I culd reach him ff 
another boy had not jamped into the water in a 
mos courageous manner and dragged him back 
into safety, I suppose you have heard all this 
before, as the child who was saved was your 
nephew }’—(" Indeed, I hadn’s!”)—‘and his 
preserver, who had a most interesting coun- 
tenance, with frank, blue eyes and golden curls, 

ve the pame of Cyril Vere, from Ratlandshire, 

am a lonely old woman, with curious fancies, 
and it occarred to me that I should much like to 
trace the subsequent career of this gallant child, 
whose bravery shculd never be allowed to pasz 
into oblivion, Hearing from Mra, Arkwright, 
when she was In London a fortnight ago, that 
you had a young lady from Rutlandshire now 
seenee your roof, I am in hopes that she 
may be able to give me some particulars econ- 
cerning this young gentleman, who comes from 
the same c:unty as herself, Fortunately, Rut- 
land Is the smaliest of all our counties, so the 
elue is not so vague asit sounds. If you can 
glean any information, and will forward it es 
soon as you convenient!y can, yon will be con- 
ferring a great favcur, If the young gentlemen 
is anywhere within reach, I should be very grate- 
ful if he would come and see me at my usual 
address, 19, Chester field Gardens,’ ” 

‘* There, what do you think of that!” 

A chorus of exclamations rose on every side, 
but Vere took ft all very quietly. 

“If I were you,” said Sir Edward, with a 
smile, ‘I would go up at once, or she might go 
cff the hooke without having had time to leave 
you her fortune |" 

“Do you think she would really care?” list. 
lessly, as if the matter did nob concern him 
much, 

“Tam eure she would! There's a train at 
12 30, if you like to try your luck to-day |” 

“I promised Colonel Dayncourt to go over 
there. I think it will do jast as well to-morrow, 
or, rather, Monday ; and vfien I can send a line 
to prepare her,” 

"You don’t seem over keen about ib!” 

*' You see the lady fe old, nob young |” 

* All the more likely to do you good turn ! 
Another cup of tea, my dear,” to his wife, 

“ And so you:cwally saved Godfrey's life }” 
said Meta, looking up at Vere with fervent grat!- 
tude, “What friends yon ought to be, for 
ever and ever |” 

"On the contrary, According to the old 
adege, the life that you save is sure to be either 
your death or your ruin |” 

** Nob likely in this case!” and Meta smiled 
confidently, whilst Nella looked up at him with 





@ questioning glance, and their eyes met, 
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Both paper 4 fels that the ruin of their ta knock me down ‘and rob me it would be so} but thas girl, I could take my oath, ls devoted 
bappiuews might % well come through Godfrey eney.” to 
Somerville, gh nelther would have cared to Yes, but delection would be easy too; and Jyril shook his close-cropped head. 
confosa the fear. you would bly Rote bat little ia your ot a bit of it. She would do for 
Was {t only twenty-four hours since Nellahad | pocket. § It I had these fancies,” he wader taccke ot toll syne, but that fs all 
ast at the same breakfast-table, babbling over | added, with a rmalle, “JT think I should stick to | That. brate Somerville has. bewitched her!” 
with spirits and fun, ready to Is at the | the grounds, There Is p'enty, of space, and no “She trod cn his toes ab 
waskeed joke, and adding her own to the | dap "It was only a random shot ; but, I say, you 


Cyril was chiles beside her, as he did then, 
atteading bo all her wants, itis true, but with a 

grave politeness as if she had been a stranger, 
Soe than the girl who considered herself even 
more than 6 sister, 

Ualess he roused himself with @ transparend 
effort at cheerfulness, his face was stern aga 
general's on the eve of a battle with. the responal- 
bility of a whole army on his shoulderr, and 
Nella felt aa lively as if she bad had a. mummy 
for her next door neighbour. 

She ro Bf tease e gg ache trying to conceive 
what chad brought this new estrangement 
bebween them, but could fmagine nc poasibic 
—_ for It. 

or ‘twice she found Mr. Mallon’s eyes, 

tom ‘or their moon at opt éyebrots, fixed on 

or an on of syimpathy, mixed with 
decodiotceds aaa aa ed to iiop'y that he waa 
ip Loe secret. 

omething ninust have occurted & 

ume of their ride, because she met them Be 
hall, and noticed the change at once In Orr 
before Somerville had time to meet them; aud 
concoct’'any falsehoods about her, 

Perhaps Miss’ Arkwright ‘had poisoned: his 
mind ; aud yet what had she ever done to earn 
her Ul-will ¢ 

Then she scddenly recollected how she had 
released Godfrey tone: his attendance upon her, 
and Dulcle had burst Into tears. 

There was some mystery about them all that 
she could not fathom, and Miss Arkwright might 
have Imagined from her simple action that she 
was leagued with Somerville > them. 

Still Cyril would surely tell her that che was 
molstaken after the explanation of the 
ae Sarely he could not think evil of her 
that 

Determined to break the Ice, she turned to 


‘hia Playtally, jast as Godfrey came in, and 


asked if he had any more buttons to be sewn on. 

‘' Thanks, they didn’t come off! What are 
you golng to do, Miss Somerville, whon we are 
ali out? 

“ Amaze ourselves ss well as wecan! Colonel 
Deyncourt ought to have known better thah to 
leave us Out! Shail we go for s “ge Neila?” 

‘* J-—I've got such » headache!” 

Cyril tarned bia head qu’ and looked at 
her, but sald nothing ; whilet Lady Somerville 
remarked, from the top of the table: “ Then 
you had better lie down, my dear, and no one 


shall disturb you! There ts ~ like rest 
for a headache ; and, Meta, onb a malght ¢ g° 
and pay that call which has been owlng such 


long time to the Hargreaves.” 

“Very wel), mamma ; ; that will do very well.” 

“T shall slope away ‘from the Deynecourts as 
carts poh I a epee eswarhaeste eas — 
the table at Nella, al urpor to e868 
his betrothed, en ? 

Happening to catch Mr, Mallon’s eyes she 
most lnopportanely grew crimson, and, biting her 
lip with vexation, immediately announced her 
intention of golng for a long walk. 

‘* Yes, go out and-seek an adventure,” said 
Somerville oncouragingly. ‘‘Only tell us in 
which direction, that we may know where to 
find you.’ 7 

“IT don't want to be found,” 

" Bat you generally like to be met.” 

Again she fel Cyril's eyes upon her, and her 
eolour rose. ‘' How ‘generally’!” 

He smiled as he stirred his coffee. 

Kuowlog what his object was, she folt as if 
ehe would ifke to strangle him, Looking ab Mr.. 
Mallon, who for the moment seemed only 
friend, she sald, with a forced amfle,— 

re Whenever I go out alone, I never meeb any- 
one but the labourers ; and, do you know, aome- 


“Bab Miss Maynard does not object to danger 
{a the usual run,’’ sald Cyril, abruptly. ° 

“She bates monotony, and would fret her. 
self to death if she thought her life were golug 
to ba as commonplace as other people’s!” re- 
membering with renewed bitterness how she 


‘haa rebelled against. the, level monotony of 
' Kistone. 


"Some paople. are content to be dormice, 
asleep for more than half the year. I don’t 
eee .thah they. are better than others,” she, 
sald, - saci “and I don’t Intend to copy 


ars O:igicallty {te refreshing,” pub in 
> “and there Ia yery little of. 1b left.in 
the world,” 

“Nan’s Tower a about. the most, 

place I ever saw,” and Cyril looked at him 
sharply “J should think the owner must match 


yur beaae bak's aeehis Leen stock. broker ; 
but I really-don’t know ' omerville care- 
leasly. “ You all seem so ter {nterested that 
I wonder you don’t try. to find out.” 

‘* Toterested is a word—curious would 
be better,” sald Mr. » flowly. “It gave 
you the yort of feeling that, you have. when a 
Tull has asked you a riddle, You don’é care 
pore for the anewer, and yet you ack what 
t “ 
** Well, you won’t get. an answer to this!” 

“Tf we chose to take the trouble we might. 
For instance, if I were looking out for a house 
. the neighbourhood and took a fancy to it, I 

suppose somebody hereabout could tell me who 
baa it of the orlginal owner.” 

A alight, almos: imperceptible change came 
over Somerville’s face, and he dropped .the piece 
of pe po Re on which he was holding on the 

point of bis fork, iato his lap. 

ee It’s infernaliy damp. OP 0s would die of 
theumatiam before a month was out!” 

* Somebody lives there—that gaunt old woman 
who brought Whe wine—and she ien’t a cripple by 
any means.” 

* Don’t know, never saw her jn my life,” 

“ Godfrey 1” exclaimed Meta, who did not find 
the conversation particularly Interesting, ‘‘ How 
fs. 16 that you mever told us that Mr. Vere bad 
Tr a he old ti { 

‘That is such an story—time to forget It, 
I’ve no doubt,” opening his heavy eyes and shoot- 
Seeimntenbeaucdent” day Vere will 

prosious oeery that he ever did!” 

a When he is,”’ said Nella, with a mischievous 
scalle, feeling obliged to hit an ey de or a 
in her present frame of min 
& | geb somebody to take you Boar Sl yma idan te 
up ia | Nan's Tower, aa thea you will ba lost for 
ever.” 

The coffee-cup fell from Somerville’s hand, 
smashed to pieces, and dashed the contexts over 
the emooth, white cloth, and Mr. Malion sprang 
to his fest apparently without any motive whiat- 
ever, whilst Cyril never moved a muscle, bub 
offered his table-napkin to wipe w the mess. 

A bomb-shell might“have produced as satis- 
factory results. 


-———— 


CHAPTER XXVI. 





times I am almost afraid of them, If they chose. 


/what was the matter . 





lost your head completely. A child might have 
found you out,” 

Mr, Mallon looked ashamed. of himself, bat 
at that moment Sir Eiward came out and got 
into the .dog-cart.. Cyril took. his place by his 
side, Mr. Mallon got up om Battercup, and Somer- 


ville brought. up. the rear on Path 

The house seemed quict. after .their 
departure, and. Meta ys a good many times 
over her needlework. “boo oi and 


Nella was 
pu au .te be sere but.felt thankful for 
per 


a 
fod of rest. .When Godirey was in the 
house she was obliged to guard over every look and 
word, and to be armed.at all polate; now she 
could. say or do. anything. she. jiked and noone 
would wonder. ef hh aby aes eta 
With. wearying reiteration she asked hersel/ 
th-Ogril, The 
way-in which he,had turned from her to Mete, 


when she asked him that harmless question 
about the buttons, had stung her to the qalck, 
and really mortified we Ky dog his previous 


fndifference. After the sunshine of yesterday, to 
put it metaphorically, it = difficult to bear the 
ap Feeg- with aaeuyes So serenity, 


“Of what sort, mamma! I hope fb is quite 


proper 

Otherwise, I should not have mentioned {t. 
I thought perhaps he had lost his heart to some 
young lady who Is above him {fn station, Miss 
Arkwright, for instance.” 

“JT don’t think so,” objected Nella, ‘for I saw 
Cgril introduce hic to her yesterday, so they 
must have been strangers. Bat you wouldn’s 
call her above him in station ?” 

“ Not exactly, only she is a great helress,”’ 

“ Not like Meta,-who-has no brother,” 

"Bat then Meta’s fate ts settled,” with a 
smile; ‘‘and [am thankfal for 11, With God- 
trey for my son-lo-law I shall gain a son, and not 
lose a daughter.” 

"Don't talk of it, ‘maamma |” Meta sald 


sey "TY always have a feeling that {6 won't 
come 

“What could prevent ft, my dear?” looking 
quite aghast. 

Meta.bent over her work, ‘‘Hs might like 
some one else better,” 

“Not when he is to you. ange 
heard such a ridiculous Nella, my dear, I 
wish you would pisy us something, music fn the 
morning is so enlivening.” 


Dg 
needlework, Oh! if she only As emag-on the 
Trevi of asles longlag."bayond te fas! 


ving of useless of 
ppg in there was some 

ina, however distant, where would not be 
et with the unfaith of doubt—where love ir 


ait tie for ana bichednesn, Govt last more than 
half-a-day | 

The music seemed rae analy pone 
her head throbbed ae 
ate any Inucheon, but stil! in imagining 
that a walk would do her good, {a spite of Lady 
Somerville’s entreaties thas she would stay ac 
home, and lie down on the sofa, 


The carriage drove off punctually at hal!- 


| past two, but Nella was delayed by the advent 


weaved make cml ergs cre for Sn 
& eerge 

; and ft was close upon. half-past 
asllied ont, : 


three 
Not much whither she went, she passed 


$4 th-ough the gate at the end of the shrubbery 
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and took the roa to Alverley, walking briskly to 
keep herself warm. 

Ic was a dull, grey afternoon with ominous 
clouds hangiog overhead ive of snow, and 
a bitter east wind nipping the tip of her delicate 


Dose, 

She was under the Impression that exercise 
would do her bead good, 29 struggled on, in 
spite of a strong tion to turn back and 
sabside into a comfortable armchair in front of 
a cheerful fire. 

Also, she was afraid of returning homie early, 
in case It might lookasifahe had come back on 
bag to meod mip eet el _ a 

nearest way to Colonel Deynocurt’s: 
—Siicotes--was by 4 narrow road which 
the a ofa wood, in quite a different dlreation 
from one she had taken, so she was secure. 
from ehanes of belng picked up ignom‘glanely + 
by the dog-cart, : 


Tarning 


Pn 
Godfrey, by his extraordinary behaylour, save 
ber from anything like stagnation of though 
aud Cyril did his best to kesp her in a fever. 
anxiety. ae 
What the mystery was that surrounded them 
all ehe could not i but she made up-her 
mind that Miss Arkwright was at the bobtom cf 
it, and had a good deal to answer for, 4 
She could not make out if Mr, Mallon were an 
outsider or a principal, and determined.to watch 
him accordingly. 
Her cogitations bad engrossed her. to such a | 
that she went farther than she had In- 
tended, and [5 was growing dusk when she sud- 
denly came to the conclusion that she ought to 
tarn back, 
Pe . far Pa met nobody, een ep 
sound o' 2e’s hoofs galloping on the frosty 
road ; and ina panic of fear, for which she was 
ata logs to account in her cooler 


She just crept under a particularly thorny 
briar when Godfrey Somerviile passed, his own 
face white as death, and the foam fiying in snowy 
flakea from Pearl’s mouth. 


In spite of the at which he was golng 
he ib sight of her, and pulling up as soon as 
he . came back 66 the spot where be had 
seen her, 


“What are you doing there!” he sald, 
coughly, 


* And in the scowl of Heaven cach face ©) =>: 
. Grew dark as he was speaking.” ry 


“y t going home,” s strange feeling of 
fear aahice’ fa volod hike, as sbe felt 
—e growing round her in the 


igh 
“ And the fitst thing you'll do fa to blart 
that yon’ve sean me!” Then he ; 
his horse, and selzed her by both . 
Pearl stood panting by too exhausted to think 
of i away, ‘ Nell, you won't betray 
me ” 
‘* Leb.me go this instant!” her. t ri 
with her temper, “ee 
“Not till you have given me your prone, 


4 


‘ 


Nell!” his agitation growing with every instant, 
as he held her hands ip a aeip. “Pm 
® desperate rained man, . aay 8 word, 
You don’t wantto bring that’s horrible 


on my head? » You wouldn’t be so mean 
spiteful! Promise |” 


of her heart was to away, Withond 
to make con i, which would have been so 
infinitely suet, quickly, — 

Go where e, I won't tell,” 
exceas of Oh nd di Ses seria Gea 
she flew down the >a 
fa pureuit. P 


eS 
many things over fo her mind, she} 
came to the conclusion that life was far mone }-Godtrey_teit the 








heard the whistle of e train, and wonderel if it 
had been his wish to catch it. If he succeeded, 
she pltled his horse, After that she went home 
as fast as she could, her nerves having been some- 
what upset by this sudden meeting ; but when 
she was safe within the four walls of har own 
room her head throbbed so maddeningly that 
she was obliged to throw herself on her bed in- 
stead of golug down to tea. She could nob 
think, she could only lis still and suffer, 
By-and-by Meta came up to look for her, and 
was, very. sympathising about ber poor head, 
kindly to batbe {ct with ean-de- 
tollet vinegar that Nella would 
have, gacaeed, 4t,ahe had not known ib, that 
come in. with the rest, 
me.keep you, dear,” she groaned, 


psace. 
‘3 in no hurry, and only Mr, 
endpapa.have coms back. I can's tell 
what can be reameng the others. Papa ssya that 
eyucourts quite early—he 
thought perbaps, till he found: thabh Pearl was 
_o that he had goae oud for 


“My dear, I'm nob you. Go down, please,” 
the very mit of patience, 


argument fo favour of the remedy, she left.the 
room, and Nella turned her face teen the Nght 
with an fmpatisne sigh. previ mi 


eee 


CHAPTER SX XVII.’ 

Dean leaves lying under foot, naked branches 
stretching out c arm: to the leaden clonds 
above, and «cold, ¢ast wind ssarching out the 
hidden corners, and yet Dalcle Arkwright left 
the roaring fire in the Ifbrary, on which the foot- 
man had jast piled some fresh togs of wood, 
and, shrouded In a large cloak lined with sabies, 
came tripping down the shrubbery, with a 
happy smile on her lips, a joyous light in her 
eyes, looking furtively from side to side, till a 
tall form came ‘from under an arch of {vy, and 
then with a breathless sigh of j»y she hid her 
blushes on his breast. . 

There was no need for words between them ; 
tried and tempered by the fire of adversity 
there was no doubt to raise a barrier—each 
knew the depth of feeling fn the other's heart. 
Sart sony Po greed a sky grew dark and the 
wind blew, snd both cold and darkness were 
nothing to elther. 

A long ec then the woman, as uenal, 
spoke first, “Any news?” 

He shook his head dejectedly. None, and 
for hours we prowled about the p/a>e, listen- 
to every sound, watching every door and 

Ws 

* And you saw nothing {” 

“ Absolutely no till four ‘o'clock, when a 
whs lighted by that woman whom we saw 
stand- 
door, 
to the window, and drew down 

looking with all 


ou—and presently a shadow, which I 
’ hers, came across the blind.” 
so really?" her heart beating 


ages since I last saw her, and 
* Hi strange! Bet chat 1 
** How very b what next!” 

© After that the shutters were shut, and as 
there was not a single chink by which I could 
through them—thongh I climbed on to ths 
portic>, and rubbed my nose against the glaes 
—We cams away.” 

dane be you do a a ilk 

‘You laugh,” smoothing ondly 
ot Ch Ooo bills, Acdece to, berrontes 
o r that is, borro 
& pack from some fUnersat dealer, and forcing 
my in through 9 woman's love of finery.” 

y you might as well try It on the stones 
road, That woman has nothing soft about 


ef 
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"Do you call vanity soft? It has made some 
women very ernel-—Qaeen Bess, for iastance,” 

"Yes, but Piendergast is made of stone. I 
don's bslieve she has a feeling to work upon.” 

"If our suep'cions are correct, she must be 
very faithful to Somerville,” 

“Oc he has a hold upon her—that: fe much 
more likely. Probably she has committed some 
crime, and be has promised not to tell,” 

“ What a horrible thought ! Ib doesn’s sound 
like you, Dalcie,” looking down at her beautiful 
face with a tender smile. 

“IT have had nothing but horrlbls thoughts for 
years. Don’t look so sad,” Interrupting herself. 
hastily, ‘'I shan’t remember them when the 
bright days, come,” 

© Whet I have coap you!” bis brows contract- 
ing as if in pain, 

“* What you will bring med” with a raptarous 
smile. “Ob, Victor, I shall never want te dia 
when we are fogether.” 

‘* We must arrange to do ib together or not at 
ali; but I mustn’t keep yon-out in the cold.” 

“I don’t mind it @ bit, Shall you go there 
again on your way home!” 

“‘T auppose so, thongh {bh will be no cee. 
What a capital fellow Vere fs; I owe him every- 
thing |” 

“You don’t know what he has been to me! 
Mother" —with a little laugh—-‘ thought Ib was 
getting serious.” 

“And yout” with a searching glance into the 
depths of her hazsl eyes, 

~"I should have liked a stable-boy if he had 
wih oP me news of you.” 

‘Is. would have been better for you—a thou- 
gand times better—if you had chosen him instead 
of me,” feeling acutely all the misery he had 
bronght on her young life—a life that promised 
so fairly till he threw a blight across [t, 

** To might have been better if I had been born 
a different girl, with a different name and a dif- 
ferent nature, but for Dulcle Arkwright there 
was no other cholce possible, Ob, Victor!” with 
sudden passion, “do you think I could have 
cared for anyone else, when I had once seen 

ou ? ” 


o lip quivered, as he drew her nearer. ta 
m 


*T was the most miserable dog upon earth— 
and you were sorry for me.” 

" Bat you were happy when I first saw yon !” 
looking up Into his face with a smile, ‘' Do you 
remember that haymaking at Somerville 
when they nearly carried us away with a haycock, 
and Sir Edward only just stopped them In time t 
Do yon remember the dance fn the evening, when 
you made me behave so shockingly?” _ 

“I know, I wouldn't let you dance with any- 
one but me. Don’t talk of it, dear !”—with a 
frown of pain—"“ the present seems like a night. 
mare.” 


"Bat it will come back, and we shall be quite 
crazed with happiness, because we can go about 
jart like other people; I shall be' ao prond then 
—the proudest girl in England,” 

‘* Proud of what?” loo down at her sweet 
face, with intense tenderness, 

“Pcoud of you!” clasping his band in both 
her own ; “proud to think you've been through 
#0 much, and borne {b so weil.” 

“ Not much to boast of—I've taken it ont in 
grumbling. Bat I must not keep you, dear,” 
with a sigh, for he felt it wae alimost impossible 
to tear himeslf away. " Good-bye, and Heaven 
take care of you, for I can’t !” 

A allent kiss, a murmured “Till Tues- 
day,” then, with a wave of her small, white 
hand, she fled down the darkening shrubbery, 
and Victor stood still with folded arms watching 
her disappear, as @ man who sees the sun sed on 
his joy. 

When thaae teahinn longer # trace of her to be 
seen he made his way through the kitchen-garden 
to a door at the bottom, which Dulcle had taken 
care to see was unlocked. Battercup, whom he 
had tied to a which surrounded a epinney, 
nelghed loudly, as he came up. 

Alarmed lest the eound should attract attention 
he mounted fn a harry, and put him at the edge 


which separated that bit of prass-land from the 
To his dismay, be al/lghted almost on 


road. 
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the top of Jack Arkwright, who was coming 
slong with bie gun cver his shoulder, and a 
couple of dogs at his heels. 

Jack started back iu immense eurprise. 

“ Halloa | look ont! What the deuce have 
tor been after 1” looking suspiciously over the 


ze. 

“ Caught in the act!” and Mr, Mallon emiled. 
Primed with an excuee by Cyril, he brought It 
forth with ready self-possession, the fear of 
Dulcie’s being com keeping his wits 
alive. “This is the shortest way, isn’oit? I 
have just been leaving a mesasge at your place, 
Some address that Vere promised your sister 
I think.” 

“ Ab, I dare say ; something about Tuesday— 
the music, the ices, or the floor, I should like to 
eut the whole thing. Oome back and have a 
amoke ?” patting Battereup’s neck. 

“ Must get home, thanks, See you, I suppose, 
at Oopplestone 1” 

" Yes, if I’ve anything decent to carry me. I've 
been unlucky lately with my hunters. That's a 
good horse of yours,” eyeing his points with the 
air of a ‘vet.’ “What would you teke for 
him?” 

“He's too old a friend to part with.” Then 
with a friendly nod he rode on, whilat Jack went 
homewarde at a lelsurely pace. 

Turning to the left, Instead of the right, which 
would have led him past the “ Red Pioughshare,” 
Mr. Mallon cantered briskly along the road until 
be came within sight of the dark follage of the 
evergreen oaks which surrounded Nun's Tower, 
‘Then he checked Buttercup’s eager desire for his 
stabies, and rode slowly along the fence, and 
etanding up In his stirrups every now and then 
to peer over the yew-hedge, 

There was nothing to be seen but darkness— 
impenetrable darkness—unenlivened by the 
smallest ray of light, When he reached the gate, 
he was surprised to find 1b wide open. Herode in, 
rather expecting to meet Somerville in the drive ; 
but there was no sound, except the creaking of 


THIS INsTaNT !” 





the branches as they swayed to and fro in the 
east wind. 5 

Presently he dismounted, for the sake of 
prudence, and led his horse cautiously into the 
shadows, where he left him tied up under an 
oa 


xk. 

Then he walked up the drive to the house, 
taking care to keep on the grass, lest the sound of 
his footsteps might penetrate to an unseen ear. 

It wae lighter in front of the Tower, where 
the trees fell back in a sort of semicircle, and he 
looked round to see if there were any trace of 
Somerville’s presence. Bat the place seemed 
quite desolate, As his eye travelled slowly over 
the frontof the welrd-looking building, there 
was no sign of a single living creature withis fb 
—not 2 ray of light penetrated from the windows, 
though the shutters were not sbut, or the blinds 
drawn. The plece seemed given over to damp 
and solitude, a fi spot to be haunted by 
ghosts or connected with a legend of crime, 

Victor shivered, then shook himself as if to 
throw off the oppression of the dark, mysterious 
stillness, and walked across the soaking grass to 
the portico, He tried the handle of the door, 
and, to his surprise, the door was not locked. 
Then, for the first time, as he stepped unhindered 
{nto the hitherto jealously guarded hail, a fear 
crowsed his mind that S.merville had outwitted 
him, and carried Robina off, 

What a fool he had been to walt and dawdle 
about, Instead of sending a couple of detectives 
to watch the house night and day. Then, at 
least, he might have had the satisfaction of know- 
ing who went, and where they had gone. Now 
he was as completely In the dark as he was before 
Vere ever suggested to him that Nan’s Tower 
might hold the secreb on which depended the 
happiness of his life, as well as that life itself. 

With the gloomiest of forebod gathering 
round him he went into a small on the 
ground floor, where was some meal, either luncheon 
or dinner, lying untasted, and quite cold on the 
table, There was a dish of mutton cutlets, the 
gravy turned into solid fat; a simple pud- 















away ina hurry—she had thrown down the loaf 
without finishing the slice—she 
down.the chair without walting to pick it ap. 


the poor girl, maddened by her wret 
resolved to put an end to It? 

In the excited state of bis imagination he 
could easily conjure up the scene—the ory break- 
Ing the stillnera—the rush upstaire—and then, 
his blood froze as he followed, in fancy, and sar 
the poor little Robin with broken wings, sense- 
less, shattered, and still } 


*' Gone to the God who gave her that life of sorrow and 
Gone to sak for another that might turn her loas to 
& ne 


He had Mghted a cigar-light to examine the 
contents of the room, and he lita second as be 

ped his way along the hall to the stone stairs. 
Tos ling Motte req scanned rather to increase than 
to diminish the darkness, and every halr on hie 
body stood erect, as he peered into the corners, 
fearing a horror ad every step! 

(To be continued.) 








A counrRYMsN who had selected a seat at the 
theatre from which he could obtain a good view 
of the stage was greatly when a 
yous lady, wearing » fashionable hab, sab down 

front of him, bore the affliction 
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REDEEMED BY FATE. 


—:0— 
CHAPTER XXVII, 


Beg eon owing t2 Philip's refusal of the 
sppointment, one effec) on which Sir 
supe Rathven had reckoned as a certalv result 
revelation did not follow ; his conviction 
that it would hasten the young man’s departure 
was nob miscalculated, for Greville recofled with 
oe eee ee ee 
roof ss that which sheltered him, who, in epite 
of the relationship between them, he could only 
regard ae a cold hearted roud, careless of who 
suffered so long es he obtained the gratification of 
bis own selfish desires, 

He bad newer tiked liked Sir Jasper ; but now he 
absolutely detested him, and the shock of his 
confession was In ag terrible, Unconsclously, 

himself, he had built up a fabric of 
bright visions on the discovery of the secret 
shrouding his birth, aod now he longed with un- 
told vehemence that it had remained wrap 


for ever in its | obecarity, and that he 
pos spared a knowledge of the humiliating 
tru 


“T must not give myself time to think of iv; 
I mueb try my hardest to drive it from my 
mind!” he muttered, knowing even while he 
‘poke the words how useless the endes 


ag to leave for London by the mid- 
night express—he could not go before 
of seeing Lord Urwicke; and besides, he was 


i bra: 


boping to catch a glimpse of Haldés, and wish 
her good. bye, 
He priceeded straight to his rooms, and 
up his luggage ; and when he had 
Guished, went downstairs to the butler to 
him for some ofl to g Ay thegry Phy 
mantesu, which had rusty. 


SYBIL DARTED FORWARD, SHOT THE BOLT, AND PHILIP 
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into his pocket ; “ but as it will be rather late 
to have the dog cart, my luggage can be sent on 
to-morrow morning. I have aed addressed 
it, so will you see that ib goee 1’ 

Parser promised to do so, and then Pbilip 


went to the gra offices, which was at the : 


station, and which he knew closed early, 

**I bad. better send and tell Pierson to get me 
a bed at A~-—’s Hotel, otherwise I may have to 
perambulate the atreete all night,” he thought 


to himeelf ae he walked along under the trees, 


“Good heavens ! what a tangled labyrinth life 
is—what o g of cross currenta—a game 
of chance and ge!” 

He might well say that, io view of all that 
had happened even within the last twenty-four 
hourse—events had Indeed precipitated them- 
selves, and ib seemed as if he were fated to be 
the principal performer in the various life 
dramas now in course < enaction beneath the 
roof of Heathcliff P: 

Heathcliff was not a ane station, and, as a 
rule, was quietuds itself; but this evening, 
owing to » fair that had taken place in the 

hbourhood, it was crowded with holiday- 
ing rustics, who were shouting out comic 
songs ab the top of their voices, and: conducting 
themselves in the hilarious and dis. 
orderly manner that seems to embody the ideas 
Se ae possessed by the lower order of 


Phili poche hla wy among then with some 


little ficulty, and 4 agen off this oe 
" Greville, to Pierson—Smith’s 
Baildings, Temple. Am co up to-night, 
oo Bary ab A~—’'s Hotel, Will be 
you first thing in the morning.” 
Then he left the station, and returned by an 
unfrequented skirting the park, and arrived 
at the Priors it meeting anyone. At the 


stained-glass window against which he was stand- 
Ing when he had hurt hie wrist, and first saw 
Sir Jasper, he psused and locked out ab the 

, a8 we all are, at the idea of 
saying good-bye, He remembered the feelings 





REVILLE WAS A PRISONER aT HER MERCY, 


with which he had regarded {t on that fired 
evening ; and then by a very natural tranaition, 
his thoughts wandered to the night when he bad 
followed Sir Jasper to this end of the passage, 
and been mystified by his inexplicable dis- 


‘sppearance, 
" He told a lle when he said he passed me,” he 


muttered, “There must be some hiding-place 
or exit near, and he availed bimself of it. It I 
could only discover it, that sffair of the hand 
last night might be cleared up.” 

He utterly refused to place any credence in 
the. supernatural, and reason told him that 
human ‘hands did not appear—except abt the 
Egyptian Hall, perhaps, under the guidance of 

lyne and Cooke—without the body 
to which they belonged ; thus it followed that 
the owner of the one ho had seen must have 
been concealed behind the green ba’ze curtaiv, 
although when he looked he had not discovered 
anyone, Prompted by a sudden impulse, the 
artist raised the drapery and made an even more 
careful examination than he had done the pre- 
vious evening. 

There were three panels, all carved very 
elaborately In oak ; the centre one represented 
the trio of goddesses on Mount Ida, and Paria, 
“ beautiful Paris, evil-hearted Parte,” awardirg 
the apple to golden-haired Aphrodite, while 
Wisdom and Power looked on in angry dis- 
pleasure—the allegory that repeate itself, and 
will go on repeating itself till the end of time! 

It struck Philip the froli was rather more 
ralsed from the surface of the wood than the 
trees and foliage by which it was surrounded, so 
to this he directed his efforts, pressing it on 
every side with all his force. At length he was 
rewarded wlth success; the faintest possible 
click was heard, and the panel moved aside, thus 
disclosing an apertore amply wide enovgh for a 
man to pass through. 

Just for a moment Philip stood looking at it, 
almost ss much taken aback as if ib had come 
upon him by surprise, instead cf being the 
result of a premeditated search. Afterward 













wel se le Ee a ete 
. 













«J 
mm 


2 






















ae LE el RE ola 


*. 


peas 
= 


$74 


si 
5 


THE LONDON READER. 





July 29, 1899. 





: > 


~e 





» motionless, and im ex 
Sat cine sas aby aor 
her braio,— - . 


Ge hotbed beh pamage 


to daxtinen co 


exit could have existed without having come to 


her k for she had be truth 
saga ilk wo med =m ve 


, equally narrow, 
Of huge blocks of masonry*ervered 
vie sort of damp that threw out a-close 
and ' odour, andon the right was 
roomthat fed once 


@hrolda R > ot 

wPhts room P *had entered,:s0/ wee now 
standing with his back*to-the door, aud tue taper 
held above hie head, apparently fn the act of 

examining it. : 
ges 6 hh soma oe evil: glitter that the 
her eyes, Awudden. idea 
‘her «nbtle brain, and-she 





ae | 


penstrable cloak of egotiem;: ‘rendered 

ac callous to any sufferings eave her own. 
Like Sir Jasper, she was ubterly selfich, and ike 
hin she imagined her will strong enough to over- 
come all difficulties, No Hamenides would ever 
have power to lash her with the scorplon-stings 
of awakened conselence, for the simple reason 
that she did not possess a conscience ; and so 
the “ye 4 possibility of remorse reaching her would 
be ff she falled to accomplish the object she had 
eet herself, 

Her love for Olaud Urwicke, wild, intense, 
unreasoning as it was, was yot in its essence the 
purest passion of: her satura, For: him she 
would have borne misery, pain, degradation— 
anything, in fact, that Fate could inflict,”tnd 
would have gloried tn the sacrifice, much as 


ineult, 

Bat. that he should know her as she wae—a 
murderess, taken red-handed—thab he should 
ahrink from her, with Joa in his ‘and. 
words of abhorrenee on his —to this any 
* OL what tasghe fellont-oa’ flake pobiie 

what : —a 7S 
nviction—she 


At last she paused Im the monotonous regu- 
larity of her walk up and down. 

“T will go to Greville, and plead to him once 
more!’’ she exclaimed, aloud, with « gesture of 
extremest despair, Iwill probably be useless ; 
but for all that I won's give up til my last 
chance has vanished.” 


the ter of her face. , 

**T don’t think there would be much. danger 
of anyone in love with me now !”. she 
sald, with a , mirthless laugh ; and then she 


opened the door, and crept cautiously aloog 
the passages until she came to the artist 
apartment, 

There she paused, for at the end of the 
she saw Philip in the act of securing 
panel with a piece of cord, and ‘her quick 
inetantly seized the truth of what had, in 
occu! 

She drew back so that he should net see 
and watched him look round as If ‘to make 


cir FL i 


had darted 
"> bent dowm to examine the fastening of the: door, 








P ajar justas 
© All thatwecured if was s 


her fn an fim-}. 


Heloise gioried when her devotion ‘to; : Tabesh down'te caked covering his tace with 
was fiang back upon her with contualelyragy shaads, and groaning. He had come from 
5 We { 


fF 


_ partially 
fb. 
iron bolte: 
© Oae moment's pitas; one » tiweh of com- 
tion, Vanishing ‘as O aad Urwicka's faeeriaes 
ore -her—t her lips setting 
closes together, her heart beating so fash.that 
t threatens to snffoeate ber, schetraws the door 
uickly to, shoots forward the boit, and: Philip 
reville le a prisoner'at her morcy, wi 





CHAPTER XXVIII 


Hay an-fovr later Lord Urwicke stood in bis 
wife's dressing room, facing Dr, Clifford and the 
great London Physiclan who had travelled down 
with bim from town. ; 

“Dying!” he sald, in a low, awed whisper, 
**Good Heaven! Can nothing be done to save 
her $ ” 

He looked wildly from.one to the other, but 
they only turned away, as if—accustomed as they 
were to sach the deathly pallor of his 
face provoked their pi 


i 


strength, aod the vigour 
Yona i, av wor aie the baat rose in 


And of the nature of the malady the London 
could say no more than had already 
said by Dr, C 
Upon Gland the fatelligence came with the 
force of a thunderbolt, for he had not the smallest 
idea of Murlel’s danger, and even now be could 
himself to realize, ft. 


koew. that troyer makes no dis- 
tinction between old and often indeed 
, from our 


gathered the ty 
roids. oe. 


“ Have other advice—send to London—do all 
‘that fs possible 1" added.the Viscount, and Sir 
‘James laid hie hand on his arm. 
|) “ My dear Lord Urwicke, everything that can 
be done will APE or wes pep (peenapnsery, 
on ts all the advice fn % can avert the 

" And what is she dying from.}” his voice hol- 


‘perhaps served as a cell for} 
‘| refractory tionks-in the days when Hestholifs | 








he was alone) and then vanish through 
aperture, while she was wondering how such 





low and strained, as he pat the question. 
* A form of lung disease, ‘whose origin [ am 


unable to explain, bub I think there must have 


been on hereditary A 
This wes the reply the gave, but 
Urwicke's own conscience another 


answer, and thet was, “ A broken heart!” 

“Would you like to ses her?” put ia Dr. 
Clifford... "She has jusb woke, and is perfectly 
conscious, and able'to speak, but you must. con- 
trol. your, agitation les) she should suspect {ta 
cause.” ea: ek 


save where the blue ahadows , and 
large geemed..even more 

Yesteogs thpn shone Soe tn pectocd bade 

They met her husband's a: entered, and. he 

came and pap ee ge or a the raising 

hor aceamele Seaveee it clasped closely 


moved from her as the veriest stranger, 
He thonght of Philip Greville, the man he be- 
lieved she loved, and in that moment there was 


" Have you wish thatit isin my power to 
gratify i” he in a low, earnest voice, bend- 
{ng down over her; “if so, do not hesitate to 
tel! me, and I promiee that. you shall have it.” 

She looked a ttle surprised, but made a fafat 
gesture of negation. 

Ta Abend pe one ee wonld like to see?” 

“No!” Then with « ene look {n_ his 
eyes,“ Tet Bp crag, Vena me,, Waat 
made you think of it?” 

He did not answer, and tarned sway his head 
meeting her gaze. 

Suddenly Rae a rene sort of quiver stir 
a 


re] ahdok T mderstané,” be aad, slowly, be 


ting, and never moving from 
te you imagine Tim going to die. Is thai 


: 


er 
5 


'* Are you afraid fo tell me? Do you think I 
?” she 


shall be continue’, with a dim, 
uncertain smile, aud an accent alia.e> surpileed 
in her volce.. “There is surely no 


was bud what did her youth pro 
mise save & out of the ead years into 
a vista of nnutterabie ! 
Surely Acrael had come to ber In for her 
loneliness ; his dark & 
abont her head, would ehut oné the unhap 











July 29, 1899. THE LONDON READEP; 375 
desire to his repentance for the wrong he | young thing!” he sald, sorrowfally, "It {s im-| shadows of the dawning day, "Doss fb mean 
had done fo marrying her for the sake of the | possible she can have many more hours to live | death 1” 


dower she brought him, ‘I would willingly lay 
down my life to eave yours, Do you believe 


me!” 

* Yes,” she answered, the fainteat possible 
shade of pink drifting into her cheeks, while a 
look he had not yet learnt to fathom came in her 
sweet, luatrefal eyes. “Why should I doubt 
your word t omy pg he tig fo wishing such 
a thing, for when 
sbmdidering- whe sapone, @s con, bear bo think of 

us 


the world, when for vidually it shall have 
pee thy Tam gone you, will be able to 

somauch that" ey 
i Hrasb 1” entreatingly, She ralsed hts 
hone ao Bree from rege the fingers 
two of a strong man’s 
need tacnal Uaake way b. 


1 th graye wonderment ; 

you , Sorry, 80 sorry *” é‘ 
“Sorry! Ob i weak language Is 

to express wach fol gj ee 

only you a dim idea of ‘what I would say.” 


‘© Thinge—-the we have accus- 
tomed to see every our lives, so dif- 
ferent when we a oe on them for the last 
time,” she murmured, almost fn a sollloquy. “It 
eeems to me Heaven fiself cannot than 


this beautifal earth of ours.” 
" And yet this name earth has given you bub 


ttle ! ' 
“Not very much,” she cae, “T oo 
{t must be tras we hold very Uttle power 

for good or evil {n our own hands. ‘There 
3 destiny that shapes our erds, rough hew them 


treat ale re ba 
sera with fingers Lae ht" kod tender as a 
women’s; and then, moved by an Impulse be- 
yous Bis seme , knowing 
pe yy bab the woman he. 
grown to love with » love as diff from 
ie eee ee 
ne poh nd dow 
the same time a declaration <8 











his face ir 
sowe medicine 
down, he made , 
and she never © “her from where [t 
wandered across her temple, and lost itself 
beneath the soft dark rings of her hair 


Sir James O—— came softly tn, looked st 


pete Lal a 


toom. wy PA. sre ‘tT Gap m8 MM 
‘Human ukill can do apthing for her,. peor 


am gone"’—she broke off, | and 


- .. } Comeback {in the after 





now,” 

In the sick chamber was an Intense" silence, 
broken only by the ticking of a clock on the 
orak iebt the flattering of a moth round the 


Oatside the glory of the moonshine had growu 
wider, and a soft wind had ng up to wander 
in lovg sighs among the faintly shivering leaves, 
fy a ag ys 3 ine ok the mace, Mp 
sou the tapping of fivgers aga the 
po, Ciaud . involuntarily shuddered as. he 


t, , 
“If I could only redeem the past!” he mut- 
himself 


tered to L 
* The past !—iccevocable, Irretrievable, vanished 
tor.ever into that dim shadow-land, whose ghosts 
to vex. us with their 
to remember that all we 
or say, every word, action of this now, 
go to forma volume to which, in the afver time, 
we can nefther add to nor take from one single 


sentence ! 

_ But, oh! surely bardest of all fs it, when 
beloved are. reft..from ue, with all the 

that was In.our hearts unspoken, 
1. What would we. not give 

have them back for, an hour—one moment 

even, In which to look in thelr eyes, to pour. out 


the , hot, passionate regret. for nities 
pk Tay tay Ay eg ee pinata po 


S It-fe ao 


it 


her eyes, _apeaking in weak, disco 
sentences, “Heaven knows best, and—I. am 
content |” : 
She shivered slightly, and he drew the folde 
of the shaw! about her, and held her closer in his 
arms, as if he thought the us life flowing 
own veins might {mpart its warmth to her 
and languid pulses. 
she closed her ys and, after a little 
settled on her face—so white, so 
d’s heart sank with the nameless, 
that even the boldest of oe “ 
great presence. Was - 
the soul lef 
thet be held 


Aa 
oF 


a 
bi 


SERSS!, FLITE 
ne 
B) ate eat 

eee 
Fi gar I : 
Use! gs 
si 
g etre E : 


Fe 
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u 


| 


s -and-by, Sir James O——~ and Dr. Clifford 
sks the room + and stood by 
.The former down, listened 

werd fon and looked im the white, an- 
wre has she been thus!” he asked, in 
' Urwicke, whose 

was drawn and haggard fn the faint 





“No,” was the reply. "Nature bas done for 
her what physicians could not do. She sleeps, 
and she will live!” 


CHAPTER XXIX, 

Suz will livel” 

Scrong man as he was, the revulelon of feeling 
was almost too great for Claud, and, but for the 
borden fn his arms, he would have fi zng himself 
on his kuees, and ponred out euch prayers of 
gratitude as had not been on his lips since he 
knelt, a little child, at his mother’s knee and 
repeated them after her. 

She would Uve! Heaven had granted his 
volcelees supplication, and countermanded {ts 
iread fiat, and thedark ange!, spreading his wings, 
had withdrawn his mystic presence to le) the 
life that had been so near sinkiog flicker agsin— 
faintly enough ab first, but gathering strength 
day by day, hour by hour, now that {b was no 
longer under the pofson’s baneful spell, 

It wasa very slow, very:wearlsome task this 
getting well ; it meant lying in bed most of the 
day, belog fed on beef tes, port wine, hot-house 
fruits,—-never lfting a hand to help one’s-self 
bub depending with a child’s dependence on 
other peopile’s ministrations, Nevertheless, ft was 
not wholly unpleasant, True, just si first, Muriel 
was focredulous that her strength had utterly 
gone, and would not belleve {t unt!l she tried to 
raise herself and found she could not. 

Bat Claud was always: near, ready to talk to 
her, to read to her, to sit by her side watching, 
while the slumber that did more towards calling 
health back to that languid frame than all Dr. 
Ciifford’s medicine, came with its poppied balm ; 
and in those hours husband and wife looked 
deeper {nto each other's souls than they had 
ever done before, and felt themselves drawn 
closer together, although even yet a shadow lay 
between them—for Urwicke still imagined Philip 
Greville was the man Muriel loved, and this ides 
naturally caused a certain restraint fn his manner 
of which she could not fail to be conscious. 

And now he dlecovered how great a mistake 


? 
imagined, he found an intelligence equal, if not 
superior, to his own, A vivid Imagination, full 
of dreamy, poetical fancies; a mind highly cul- 
tured, well read, and capable of close reasoning 
—in effect, that mosd perfect of Heaven's 
creatures, a clever woman—utterly womanly, 
ruta eter me he Bo ene Db her wild, 
ungovernable nature, which owledged nether 
discipline nor any other restraint that did not 
th her own wishes. 
seon Very little of Sybil lately; for 
made efforts to enter the 
the doctor and nurse had 


el 


if 
gt 
gE 


opposed ft, and Lady Urwicke herself was far 
from desiring her presence. 

**T wappose,” said Claud, one morning, as he 
sab by her couch, and, as he spoke, he half turned 
away with a shade of embarrassment, " you know 
Mr. G bas left Heatheliff Priors t” 

pe No, Iwas not aware of it, When did 
he got” 

"The night you were so fll.” 

" And where has he tot” 


ion Mh Fog ‘he an! Sie "Sooper bed 
ry oon he an ‘ 

an interview, at which ib was he should 
leave, and so he went that same night, without 
even ¥ 


“Bat that was was It not?” said 
Mariel, thinking of ée, “Something must 
have have happened, otherwise he would never 


bave gone away. 

" Why do think so 1" he asked, jealously. 

“T have best of all possible reasons for 
knowing it,” she returned, with i 
— as she recalled what the artist 

to her ; “ a man does not willingly leave the 
bygone per he my ba thon os mg PL 
stopped denly, remembering 

no right to betray Philip's confidence, even to her 
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husband ; and Claud naturally put his own ioter- 
pretation on the unfinished sentence. 

When he spoke next there was « coldness in 
his voice that had not been there for a long 


time. 

“You never asked me what [it was took me to 
London,” he observed. 

** Business I suppose.” 

“Tb was business In a meaeure, I went to 
purchase a villa ab the Isle of Wight. I b 


perhaps we might have some yachting 
summer ; and, ne Say eee 
guests long enough,” 

*' Qaite,” she responded, emphatically. 

“ The rebuliding of the Towers will be finished 
by the autumn, eo we can remain at Cowes until 
then—that Is to say, if you like the sea.” 

“T love it—I am never tired of watching it.” 

* And I think you will like the villa as well, 
It ig very pretty, but rather small ; however, 
that will nob make much difference, as we 
not keep up a large establishment, I have 
asked Dr, Ciifford, and he says you had better 
go directly you feel strovg enough, for the sea 
breezes are sure to do you good. I shall have 
the Bonita there, By the bye, are you a good 
eallor }” 

“You, I believe so,” 

“That fs lucky. We shall be able to have 
plenty of yachting. You musb make haste and 

t well enough to travel, and fn the meantime 

‘Il attend to the arrangements for the journey.” 

Mr. Darley had been down once to see Lady 
Urwicke, but cid not stay long. He had some 
gigantic financia! speculation on band, which took 
up all his time and ali his energies, and was of 
even more importance than his daughter. 

Murlel was not sorry. She bat remem- 
ter the manner in which her marriage had been 
brought about, and she knew perfectly well to 
whose finesse it was owlpg. Her father had acted, 
ae he thought, for the best, but he had left ond 
sll questions of “her happiness in his ambitious 
calculations, 

Lord Urwicke lost no time In acquainting hie 
host with his prospective arrangements, 

“ Nonsense!” exclaimed Sir Jasper, when he 
heard them. “You must certainly stey until 
after the wedding.” 

* And when will that be }” 

Ws Early in September—a very little while, you 
nee i) 


** But the ‘little while’ might make all the 
difference in my wife's health, and that of course, 
must be my first consideration.” 

Sir Jasper looked at bim rather curiously, 

* Certainly ; and in the face of such an argu- 
ment J cannot press you to remain, However, 
the Isle of Wight Ia not at the Antipodes, and 
so you may be able to return if Lady Urwicke fs 
well enough.” 

Yes. I suppose Mr. Darrell will be here?” 

“T have written to ack him, but, as you know, 
he la a queer fellow, and has an insurmountable 
aversion to the neighbourhood of his old home. 
However, I should thiok he would conquer it 
for the sake of such an unique occasion as the 
marriage of his only daughter.” 

‘*Very strange, his leaving the Grange and 
abutting it up as he did,” remarked Urwicke, 
© Do you understand bis reasons?” 

**T fancy the lose of hie wife was the principal 
one, bub he wae misanthropical even in his 
youth, and now age and custom have intensified 
his solitary habits, and-made him a complete 
recluse,” 

“By the way, have you heard anything of 
Greville }” 

“Not a word. A cavalier fashion of treating 
us, wasn’d It, golog off like that!” said Sir 
Jasper, alrlly, and he went outside to speak to 
the butler, just as his sister entered the room. 

Lord Urwicke bit hfe lip with vexsatlon—he 
would have given a good deal to have avoided a téte- 
a-téte with her at thie precise juncture, but there 
was no help for it—he could not leave the room 
without absolute rudeness. 

“T have just been Informing your brother of 
our approaching departure,” he observed. 

“Oars! Whose do you mean?” sharply, 

‘My wife’s and my own, We have taxed your 
hospitality for a long while, haven’t we!” 





“ When are you going?” 
"Ta about « week if Martel fs strong enoce— 


papa tery y crab bear 
" Indeed ! have not seen he~ since her con- 


valescence, 

“* The doctor thinks it better for her to avoid 
the excitement of visitors,” he said, In excuse for 
her non-admission to the sick-room ; “he has 
denied Miss Darrell, too,” 

* Bat you are there constantly.” 

“That is a different thing ; Iam her basband 
so the cases are not parallel,” he answered, 
gravely. 

Sybil grew very pale, and put her hand to her 
heart as if it pained her. 

** You seem to have added devotion to the réle 
of late,” she said, with unconcealed bitterness. 
“Suppose ”—a sharp spasm crossing ber face— 
* she had died |” 

**She was near enough to death, bat, thank 
Heaven! that danger is now over.” ‘ 

Sybil was standing close beside him. She was 
silent far a minute, and then put her hand on 
his arm, and looked straight up Into his eyes—a 
wild sort of appeal In her own, 

“You are really thankful this is so—you are 
glad her life has been spared?” she said in a low 
intense whisper. 

"] am truly, heartfeltly, unfelgnedly glad i” 
he answered, em cally, ‘<I rejoice as men 
do when what ls t to them is snatched from 
the grave and given back to them !” 

Her fingers, one by one, unloceed their clasp ; 
she drew back, a sick despair slowly coming tn 
her face, 

He had not meant to be crue), but if he had 
taken up a knife, and driven it into her bosom, the 
pafn could not have been deadiler, 

‘‘Hold dearest!” she echoed  astonily, 
“and is she—your wife—the woman you hold 
dearest ?” 

"She Is.” 

It was better to be plain with her—better to 
let her know the truth, so be reasoned, and now 
felt almost the opportunity had been given 
him for ing it. Near neighbours as they 
were, it would be well-nigh an impossibility. that 
they should not see a good deal of each o in 
Oe ee ee oe was surely wis- 
dom to clearly define relative positions, and 
come to an understanding regarding them that 
would admit of no mistake. 

Sybil’s eyes never moved from their earnest 
study of his face, but she stood a little distance 
off him, one hand still pressed against her borom, 
the other clutching firm hold of the back of a 


**I congratulate you on the control you have 
over your affections, Why,” witha short, mirth- 
lees laugh, ‘‘ you seem to bave as little difficulty 
in transferring your love as in changing your 
coat { ” 

He moved rather uneasily, Even though 
he knew hie attitude was justified and hers 
was nob, he was conscious of a sting in the 
words, 


“ Mariel is my wife. Is it not right I should 
love her }” ‘ 

No!” she exclaimed, with a fierce emphasis, 
her eyes fiashing angriest fire. “ You saw me 
first, loved me first, would have married me 
it she had not come in the way, and I claim from 
you the faith I was-witling to give! Do you 
think that though oceans had roiled between us 
I should have changed !—should have let another 
man take the place in my heart you had held? 
No, no !—s thousand times no !” 

To describe the passionate, concentrated vehe- 
mence of her voice and manner would be {m- 
possible. Her face had become flooded with 
c:imson, her finely-pencilled brows met in a level 
line above the scornful splerdour of her eyes, 
her breath came In quick, convulsive gasps, her 
whole frame trembled with intensest excitation, 

*¢ For Heaven’s sake, calm yourself!” he ex- 
claimed in alarm. ‘ Suppose apyone should 
gg Sans be ph oe thus ?’ 

She laughed w i 

“Let them! I dn heh care! I have already 


. 


borne the worst that can befall me!” 





Olaud —— was an eager nine! eeath- 
cen aglishmav, hatin an extrem 
pre Sn that * ond of ial. 
from its legitimate place— 


this self-abandonment. 

It struck him as being low, and his fastidious 
taste revolted against [t, She was uothing more 
nor less than a beautiful fury, and the aole 
ee gin das made for her was that she loved 

m ' 


**Js it not the truest wisdom to reconelle one 
self to the inevitable }” he said, preeently. 

*‘ According to a man’s philosophy—yez.” 

“Why should not women accept it as well j'’ 

“Because they are fools, and candot reason, 
They can only love.” 

He was silent, Surely, he thought, no man in 
~ world was ever placed in such a position be- 

ore, 

Both by breeding and instinct he was a gen- 
tlewau ; and, fervently as he desired to do it, 
the task of settling his relations with ber on the 
basis they must in future rest was absolutely re- 
puleive to him. 

He wished he had never sesn her; he wished 
he had never brought Muriel to the Priors; he 
wished women were amenable to reason like 
men ; and finally and most fervently he wished 
bimeelf a hundred miles away from that parti- 
colar spot ab that particular minute | 

Of course he pitied her, and equally of course 
was mach more inclined to look ieniently on her 
conduct than if she had been the victim of mis- 
placed passion for any other man than himself. 
All the same, he was heartily glad she was not 
his wife, 

“ We are none of us the arbiters of our own 
destinie,” he said at last, a little witely. 
“' Everyone has to submit to the force of circum- 


8 

“ And you seem to have found the subm's dion 
both easy and pleasant,” she retorted, her proud 
lips curling. ‘* You need nob make any excuses. 
of woman’s faith 
and man’s falsenees ; but I little thought thet i 
—TI should ever be the victim.” She put up her 
hand, and clasped her thront as if she were 
choking. ‘ Weil’’—drawing a deep breath—‘‘I 
am glad I know the truth ; anything is better 
than inhabiting a fool's % 

Whatever her faulte—and they, alas, were 
many and terrible |—this mach may be said, ber 


we been leagues apart I would not have 
minded, If I known that never as long a8 
we lived were we fated to set eyes on cach 


ry, ek ee au; 
smau, 
te ak patience Blo Hands willing, 
exactmess 
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NURSE BROWN. 
—i0— 


Te dinner was over at Woodcote Farm ; the 
milk wae strained {nto gilitering pans oo the 
dairy shelves, and the fowl-house door was locked 
beyond all chance of danger from chicken-thleves ; 
and, fn the soft purple of the gloamiog, Mary 
Grace and her yourg London visitor had put on 
their eanbonnets and were climbing the wooded 
slopes 60 Fare: Hill. 

Mary was a typical country malden—rosy, 
fair- and plump, not to say common- 


lace 
elles Deane was taller and more slender, with 
largo dark eyes,a skin that was traneparently 
pele, and a ewest, serious mouth. 

Her dress was far plainer than that of her 
was a certain style in 


t lacking f ¥ 
lat vor Ieeoteaay, "Gow 


Bs 
FE 
es 


boarder with any for his personal safety 
would ever come to Farz> Hill.” 

Side by side the two girls eat down on the 
doorstep of the old house. 

“Te would take,” said Altice Deane, locking 
despalringly about her—it would take « 
fortune to put this place Into anything like 
decent repair. And where am I to get money I 


should like to know? I can’t even sell the place, 
obody wonld buy ft. I did think I could make 
the old honse, but now that I 
‘Oh, Mary, I've seen quite 

Let as go 
Mary's attempts ab consolation were fn vain on 
“Oh, don’t talk to me!” sald Mary. ‘I’m 
Why on earth wasn’t I 


brought up.t> a trade, Instead of being kept at 
ao boarding-school! I wonder what I 


aT 
If 


am good for t”’ 

“ Dear Alice, don’t fret,” sald chubby Mary. 
“Remember, you ere s lady.” 

“Mach good that does me!” said b 


“It's mother,” sald he. “She's fll and I am 


afrald it’s a and the doctor wants you 


nuree you had yourself,” 
“Oh, Harry!” cried Mary, “ what a pity! 
it really diphtherta 1 But who is to do 


said Mary. ‘Or, better 
her myself. Bat she comes ex- 
for 


“Is that your Henry Newton?” eat Alice 
Deane, as the tall figure vavished into the 
owilight. “ He's rather good-lockiog, fsn's he t” 

Bat Mary returned from town the next day 


“She can’t come," sald she, “She is engaged 
fo & scarlet-fever case,” . ¥ 
—_ iar.” tld Alle, pekiog suddenly, et 


* Go where?” 
“To the sick woman—tn the place of this 





trained nurse, Cousin Sarah had diphtheria 
once, and the doctor sald I took excellent care of 
her. I would as soon be called Nurse Brown as 
anything else—and I would so like to’ be doing 
something and earning some money !” 

Mary looked hesitatingly at her friend. 

“It would be awfully hard work,” sald she. 

* All the better !” impstiently cried out Alice, 

So the heiress of Farzs Hill went to the 
Newton's farmhouse in the capacity of a trained 
nuree, and gave the very highest satisfaction. 

“I'm sure, Mise Brown, said good old Mrs, 
Newton on the day she first sat up in an arm- 
chalr lined with piliows, “I don’t know how we 
can ever pay you for all you have done!” 

“Te worked for weges,” sald the tall, pale 
“Fraud,” “and you have given them to me. 
We ere quits.” 

“No we aln’t,” sald Mrs, Newton, ‘'‘ You've 
| ne oeange Ae geese ome that sort of thing, to 

sure, but you've done more than that. You've 
got up to look after the house; vou've 
cheered up Harry when he was worrled about 
me, aod you've read aloud to me, and sung sweet 
old-fashioned hymns, and manya time when I 
couldn’t sleep for nervousness, when you needed 
sleep almost worse than I did!” 

“ Mother,” eald Harry, who bad come in with 
& bricaming pall of milk, and stood close at the 
trained nurse's side, “it’s all true what say, 
every word of ft. But you haven't caid 1 al. 
She's golng to do more for us than she has done, 
She's to here all together.” 

ms oi” old Mrs. Newton. 

“ She has promised to be my wife,” sald Harry, 
putting one Heroules arm tenderly around the 
slender waist of the trained nurse, “ Eh, 


“Nob ff you ebject,” said the girl, her quick 
ie reading t in Mra. Newton’s face, 
most as if they were the letters of the alpha- 
no family where I am not 
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Won't! No, 
you, but you'll 
Farss Hill for 
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“but a few barren acresand a tumble-down 
house. Bat, such as fb is, if Harry will have 
me——"’ 

“Ie don’t make a pin’s worth of difference to 
me,” sald the sturdy young farmer, ‘'It's you 
I love, and you [ mean to have, whether you cali 
yourself Alice Deane or Nurse Brown.” 

And 011 Mra, Newton declared that she never 
was so happy [n all her life! 


(THR END | 








OPALS AND DIAMONDS. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


Ir was true all O'Hara sald—he would have 
died for her. He loved her so dearly, with all 
the passion and fervour of his fiery Caltic nature. 
What were other women to him! Nothing. He 
would never again glow and thrill with passion at 
the glance of a bright eye, the touch of a woft 
lip—all that was over for him for ever, Life 
stretched before him a terrible waste-—-an awful 
wilderness, All hope and joy was wrung from 
tt; a dead blank faced him. He knew that he 
had nothing to look forward bo, save a future 
full of pain and dark despair. Ewh day would 
rise for him dull, dreary, tasteless, unblessed by 
the ce of the only being who could have 
glorified them, turned bis existence into one long 


pleasure. 

How could she have forgotten him and all his 
wealth of devoted 2 {fection so soon, he wondered ¢ 
Abeent from her he had kept her memory green 
within his heart, had dream» dreams in which 
she alone figured—thought always of ber, and 
she had forgotten him in less than six months, 
proved herself falee to the core; had fled away 
with another man, eending not a efngle word to 
him, to warn bim of what was coming to soften 
the blow of her desertion. 

Oh! tt wae bitter | bitter! The man's very 
blood seemed to turn to gall, as he realised what 
the loss meant for him—how cruelly he had been 
deceived! A mad, murderous wrath surged in 
his heart, a wild desire for revenge, s horrible 
hatred of the man who had won her from him. 

“* Who—who—ts it?’ he asked, hoareely, 
raising his bead, and looking at the woman who 
stood opposite him, cool, cilm, regarding him 
as 8 doctor might an animal under vivisection. 

“ Who is what?” she rejoined, knowing per- 
fectly well what he meant, 

“ Who—ts {t—she-—has married }” 

* What do yon want to know for?” 

“That is my affair, Will you tell me?’’ 

“ Well—I suppose so if you want to know, If 
I don't somebody else will.” 

“ Who ts ft, then *”’ 

“Str Lionel Molyneux.” 

“Ah! Oaught by a title and the length of his 
money bags!” he said, giving vent to a dreadful 
mirthless laugh—worse, far worse than tears— 
“and the grand house. Perhaps if I had had the 
good fortune to be born » marquis with a long 
rent-roll, and an ancestral saat, possessed of all the 
means of gratifying her vauiry, she might have 
been true to me,”’ 

“T think not,” rejoined Maud, feeling that 
she could add another pang to those he was 
enduring. 

“Why not? One man with plenty of money 
is just as good as another to a woman of ber 
sort.” 

**] hardly think so, She really loved Sir 
Lionel, with her whole heart and soul ; for you 
she entertaiced a mere girlish evanescent af- 
fection.” 

O'Hara’s hands clenched at ber words, Ib 
was so hard to hear this, to know he had never 
possessed her love—only a lukewarm, weak 
apology for {t—afver having pcured out the 
treasure of his at her feet. 

It went like a fiery stab of paln through him, 

his soul, leaving him more reck!ess—more 
desirous of revenge. 

“Perhaps you are right,” he agred quietly, 
controlling himself with a mighty effort; “ and 
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it you are, it may be all the better for the mén | dain, The words and action seemed to sting him | about forty miles off, in the Bay of Salerno. 1 
who has been base enough to steal ber from beet arg yah aay eeig she had thrust | shallneverforgetitas I first sawit. It wasevening, 
Whe , thorné into his wounded, aching heart, and the last glory of sunset was flashing the vine- 
“ Don’t blame Sir Lionel,’ she sald, uickly, He ground the ring down into the earth | clothed hills, the white houser, and the lotty 
‘* Why not? And If I don’t blame who pre yg battering out of all shepe | cliffe with s rosy glow, flaming through a hollow 
aball I censure? You!” and form t little love-token ; then | of the hills ligh up the restless, glittering 
He pub the question at random, litle knowing | without another word he strode swiftly away, and the great that reared on 
how near the mark be was, for he was very free | mad with the of a wild despair; feeling high their shaggy create, dy them with a 
from concelt, and never dreamt that Maud had | that Heaven and hope had deserted him. thoussnd rainbow hues, holdiog in check for a 
cared for him eo much in the old days when he| His strength and vigour seemed to have left | time the purple mists of ap twilighd ; 
fired came to Wingfield, and that his transferring | him—be wend along in a blind, faltering way, aod | while over the water, borne on the p bree zs, 
his attentions to her sister would make her so | the woman watching him saw him stumble as he | came the sweet, aad monotones of the fisher-folk, 
bitter against her. wend on, Outof the little ee, as cast thelr nets around. We only 
© By no means,” she answered, smiling suavely, | down the lane, past Stretton’s oak, w stayed a few days, as everything there is rather 
though her check losteome of {te rich bloom. | he had parted from Maggie a few short months ee wel wee eae omy Sa. hae We 
** Don’t blame anyone, oaly fate,” before, on, on lato the outer world, which was | start to-morrow for Nica, aad-thenwe. go { 
* And why not Sir Lionel ! Gestined to bs such a joyiess one to him for ever | Monaco, which we have not yet visited ; and, as | 
“Because he did not know that she was en- | and aye, am curious to see the violets, Lionel is going t: 
ins way, did nob know that she hada} “'Gilad he's gone,” solficquised Mand, as his | take me. We go to Paris for Christmas and the 
before himself.” figure became lost in the shadows of s preeees tour de ¢'an, snc then to Rome for the Carnival. 
“Tsee, It was all kept from the rich man | evening, “Didn't like the look of of him We have an invitation from the Princess Mac- 
lest he should take fright and run away,” he Dengerons, Tey, just now. Hope he'll get over | caletti to go to her balcony, where we shall see 
said, scornfally. it. Ib will be more than awkward if he turns up | everything. Li won’t let me join the throng on 
“There was no fear of his running away; he! here and molests Msgele. He has the game | the Corso, though we haye been offered seats 
was too much in love for that.” pretty well in his own hands, ae Lione] knows | In more than one carriage, so I shall have to con 
“In thet case you might have dealt fairly by | nothing about him, and if he choosen can make | tent myself in the Princesses’ balcony, and pelt 
me—have given me a chances, Why wasT nob | things extremely unpleasant for ail parties. I} the crowds beneath with confetti, from. that 
told 1” must manage not to be found out though, That | elevated perch. I wish you were with us now 
‘* Well,” she anawered, slowly, not wishing to | would never do. I don’t want to receive the | J am sure you would like Nice... The Promenade 
acknowledge her own guilt, for there waa an ugly | benefit of his wrath, and it would cause dis- | des is so lovely,)with its inxurlance of 
sombre light burning in O' Hara’s eyes that meant | agreeable complications with ie and her | bloom, on a brilliant day--and almost every day 
mischief to someone, “you know what husband. What a. fool he was to have pinned | is sunny bere in. these southern climes-— with » 
is? Shé never cares to do anythiog that will | hia faith on a woman—they are nob to be | hac of orange trees, flex groves, and 
entail pain on others, and——" trusted, and s sky of deep glowing sapphire, very 
‘Does she not?” he broke in, fiercely, unable | _ ; different from the pale biue or leaden grey we ars 
to reatrain the uaquenchable sense of wrong that pomp tye Promised me fai:ly, | accustomed to in old Eagland-—’ 
him, “Her conduct hardly looks like | and women, 1 trow, are like wosther-cooks 
t. She has entalled a life-long misery on me,” They’re fixed to one point, so coquettish they be.’ “Tl wish I was.with her,” commented Maud, 
* Don’t be too bard on her, Terence,” 


** Too hard on her? Oh, Heaven! As though 
anythiog would be bad enough for a woman w 
lets a man ley bis heart at her feet and then 
tramples on ft, killing all that is beat fn 
him—turning the sweet weill-epriogs of life to 
gall and wormwood, condemning him to an 
extatence fall of mixery, Too hardon her! No 
I won’d be too hard, bub I will have my revenge, 
and {t shall be ample.” 

** Nonsense, Terence, You are talking rubbish,” 
eaid Maud, quickly, laying her band on his arm. 

“ Tt is no ioe I _ it,” be retorted 
grimly, shaking o touc 

** You can’t, You are indulging in heroice,” 
abe went on, eagerly and glibly, though she was 
very white, and hands shook aspen 
leaves. ‘‘Peop'e don’t have revenge in the 
nineteenth century.” 

‘* Other people may not, I Intend to.” 

“ Why should you? - Tae child wassorry, very 
sorry,” : 

“ Perhaps.” 
‘* She could not help loving another maz. 
Love comes unsought,” 

“Tt does, curses on it!” he cried, wildly. 

“Then you should forgive her.” 

* Perhaps I may some day, when my revenge 
ia sated,” ° ‘ 

"To forgive, really, you should f revenge.” 

"T can’t do that,” he rejoined, with an awful 
hollowness in his voice. ‘‘It is all I have to 
live for now.” 

“ You aight have heaps of other things to live 
for if you chose.” . 

“ What—what has she left!” 

There was Inexpressible drearinesss in his 


ne. 

You might love again.” 

Never!” 

‘* Oh, yes, you might,” persisted Mand, recover- 
ing her usual insouciance, “and a woman 
possibly that will sulp you a great deal better 
than Maggie would,” dg hs 

“By the way,” she added, a.moment later, 
“she left the ring you gave her with me to return 
to you. Here it is,” she continged, drawing it 
from her pocket and offering 1t.to him... ‘‘ Won't 
you take it!” : 

“No, it would be useless to mae.” 

“ J should advise you to. May come in useful 
you know, to give to somé other fickle fair one. 
There {t fs, I don’t want the trumpery thing,” 
and she tossed {t towards him with an alr of dis- 


to 


Yes, we sre like weather-cockr, and I don’t 


suppose 
she went slowly up to the honss, gathering some 
flowera on way, and then with one Jook at 
the swiftly dusking sky she went into the old 
parlour, and drew the curtains, and heaped the 
fire high with coal, and ensconced herself com- 
fortably In the great Chippendale chair before It, 
the tea Anne bay oy her, pulling the 
"s eary os sat on her lap, 
building her castles in the air, and putting aside 
the man who had just left her, 
whose life she had ruined and Isid waste, whose 
she had marred, whose fature che had 





CHAPTER XVL 
WELCOME ROME. 


** Wai, Laura, alter all, you. will be disap- 
pointed. They are nob coming home until after 
Christmas,” remarked Maud one morning, some 


it this hard winter. I 

Sir Lionel would return soon and co-operate 
cordially in all our plans and endeavours te 
ameliorate the condition of his tenants, and 
lessen thelr sufferings. during this. bdliter 
Ww 


eather, 
* Well, he la going to do so.” 
“How?” 


sorry to bear it. My poor ar 


“ By sending money. Maggie says,” continued 
Mand, referring to a letter that lay before her 
on the table, ‘‘ that there is a hundred pounds 
at the bank {m. Inehfeld to papa’s credit, 
and we are to use it as we think best, aud go 
to Green for an unlimited supply of coals and 
blankets,” 

* How good of him! That isa grand Obrist- 
mas-box for hie people.” 

“ Yes,” remarked Kate, looking up from the 
work she was occupied with, “we ehail be able 
to do a great deal with such a eum as that, His 
absence wiil not be felt,” 

“ Where are they uow!” she inquired, a 


minute later. 
‘©At Naples, Listen, what she saye, What a 
lucky girl she fe !— R 


» #*' We are still here ; {¢ Is auch a lovely place, 





Last week we went over to Cetara, a fishing town 
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money than know what to do with; therefore 
don’t scruple to tell me exactly what you would 
like, and if the girls want any little nick-packs 
for thelr trouseeaus leb me kno ¢ 


“How kind!” murmured the bride elect. 


“**Tet me know also’—went on the lebber— 
‘when the day is definitely fixed, for of course 
we shal] return to Eoglsad and be presen 
the ceremony. ps 5 however, that 1b will not 
be until the end of F of 


to sée her 


***Maggrn’” 


‘Now, my dears,” sald Maud, briskly, as she 
folded up the epistle; “make up your minde 
what you will have by Bega fntend to 


write to her ladyship then. am I to tel! 
her Gteney rn yet se errs day fe fed ‘for tho 
6 ” 

oi Teas eenes the others, 

And so a letter went off to Nice con the 


husband. ! 
one a oe , with a emile, 
"Ob, five pounds be 

; ‘you know 





want to spend money.” 
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“J think you had better have twenty. You 
will have frequent calls on your generosity there, 
and will have to play the part of Lady Bountt- 
Or ant” 

“ OF course, my love. Do you think you wil! 


be Set 
“T shall try,” she (replied, with a little sigh ; 
" but I was never very good at that sort of thing. 


I think I em too lazy.” 

~ vy Bangs ram wd laughed her husband, 
pluching blooming cheek preesed nst his 
arm; “and you shall continue to be a if you 
like. I must get a curate to assist your father, 
and shall choose 9 married one, whose wife will. 
dispense charities. and take all trouble off 


way. 
good of you, Li, Dad is getting 
rather old now, and fioda the work come heavy.” 
“I so; and he will feel lonely too, 
chen nc agree open will be back to 
e @8 800n ae he can possib leave.” 
“* Yes.~ You mean the curate pb ah wile to 
live at the Purzonage }” 
ae Do you think ft would be a good 
plano 
“Capital, if you could get » really religious, 
pe i v= ~ and Foains who would 
take an {interest fn matters, The 
ae “, wil ssiee Laura terribly.” 
08 ® regular good Samaritan.” 
"T wish I was like her. 
* How do you mean?” 
“ As energetic over the distribution of com- 
forts wo the needy—able to go Into their cottages 
d thele wants, and read to them, &c,.” 
“I am afraid, dear,” rejoined ths Baronet, 


leave you Mbtle lelsure.” 

“ Will it?” said Maggie, relieved, 
feeling much better able to the réle of hostess 
than that of Lady Boun 

"Indeed fb + 

“Are you glad to get back?” he later on 
tn the di, at ling ees through the utiful 
grounds that lay around the Hall, amid the 
cheers and shoute of the tenantry and the children 


of the vil who tossed great bunches of violets 
into the carriage, and strewed 
and spring blossoms along 
while 8 merry chime rang from the old charch 
steeple, and the birds sang gaily, and the steady 
made it almost balmy es summer. 
bed '( vost she answered, with a joyous 
is your homes and mine ”—how tenderly 
the word—"“and I love ib better 
than any place {n the whole world,” 
* Better than Rome with all its treasures and 


. “Better than Nice, and Its glowing sky and 
Seen of bloom and pe '” 4 
es, 


“Better than Cetara, the little place you were 


aise on i 

es, even better than Cetera, and Is it not 
worthy of em affuctionst Is ib not a grand 
old 1 sy wwe seen anything to equal it 


drowned the notes of the tuneful chorister, soar- 
ing a into space, 

“There seems to be quite a regiment watting 
to welcome us,” remarked the Baronet, as they 
drew nearer and could see the figures on the 


“Yes, they are going to give you 5 warm 
welcome.” 

“May it be a hap 
denrest,” be murm : 
_" And to you, dear Lionel,” she answered, 
lifting the starry eyes he loved to gaze at to his. 

*€Thanks,” and he pressed her little fiogers 
with one hand, while he lifted his hat with the 
other, fn response to the salutes and cheers he 
was receiving ; and then, as the carriage atopped, 
he made a short speech, thanking his people for 
thelr kindly greeting and warm welcome, and 
giving bis arm to his bride led her to the terrace 
where the Dowager Lady Molyneux and Eunice 
and Mr, Rendal and his daughters stood. 

Welcome home, my son,” said his mother, 
kissing him, and scanning eagerly his handsome 
face, which looked as bright-and happy ae she 
could wish to see {t. 

“Thanks, dear mother,” he replied, stooping 
to return her kies. 

* And you, Meggte,” to his wife, who stood 
blushing and araliing, o slight, girlish shape In 
rich velvets and costly furs, looking likeanythirg 
but a titled matron, 

"'Thanke,” she murmured also, after a swift 
embrace, turning ‘to her father and sisters, who 
soon bore her away from the bustle and tumult 
outaide, to the quiet of the blue boudolr. 

“How do you like beizg married?” asked 
Kate, after the bride wae divested of her sables 
and “five o'clock tea” brought fn, and she lay 
—— amid the silken cushions of a deliciously 


easy m 
**T like it very well,” she replied, amillog at 
the three eager faces. 

“Of course you do,” ssid Maud, promptly ; 
“who wouldn’t under the same circumstances? 
I should, I know. An adoring husband—heaps 
of Sr you can possibly desire.” 

“Yes, everything I can postibly desire,” she 
echoed, gazing dreamily out at the park where 
the deer herded, and at the sweep of woodland, 


home-comlng to you, 


and the ail sheen of the river. 

“Lucky girl! I hope I shall bs equally 
blessed.” 

“ I hope wil, Maud, and I see no reason 
why you ld not be, Cilfford Clinton is 


ae to make a most kind and indulgent hus- 

" Yeu, I suppose so,” agreed his fiancée, *‘ still 
I shall not be ‘my lady.” 

You can’t have “everything.” rejoined 
Maggie, with a sweet, rippling laugh, fall of giad 
content, 

* Why nob? you have ‘everything.'” 

"Yea, but I am particularly fortunate—ex- 
ceptionally blessed. Ciinton is rich, handsome, 
amiable. What more couldany woman desire?” 
© Well, ahs could desire more, but——” 
“Bat,” broke In Kate, “she should nob do so, 
Those three things ought to be quite enough to 
apy woman,” , 
“Then I presume you are satisfied }” 
“'Qaite so. Though Mr. Thornton fs by no 
‘means handsome, or so rich as intended, 
still I am quite content, and thankful that I 
have won his love.” 
"Yes, of coures,” grumbled Maud, “' that is 
- It you only pos- 
seased two gowns, and somebody stole one, you 
would be very much obliged that they "b 
ee and congratalate yourself thereon,” 
hs the proper thing to do?” asked 
lynenx. 
© Yes, I suppose so, only I conld never bring 
js tg to that charitable and contented frame of 
T should bemoan my lost gown try 
to diecover the thief fa order to pantsh him.” 

“Waste of time. Kate's is the best mode of 

action, And now tell me all the news, Who fs 


~) 








“My mother and Eunica!” exclaimed Maggie 
calling her by the endearing title she liked, 
“staying here! Iam surprived at that, and the 
Dower House only a couple of mile: away.” 

"They don’t live ab the Dower House.” 

**Ton’t live there! Why not?” 

“16 fs rather damp, and hae been so long 
unused thab they thought Ii was better not 
to.” 

This was not the truth. Lady Molyneux was 
afraid to live at the quaint old house among the 
woods, afraid that her son, who was very much 
attached to her, and who would often go to sse 
her, might, during one of his visits, discover the 
padded room, and so find out that there was 
madness in the family, and she knew but too 
well that the knowledge would prove fatal to his 
sanity. Brooding over ib, thinking of {t, dread- 
ing fo, would m him ‘a lanatic, The doctors 
sald his only chance was to keep him in gi 
of the dreadfal malady which threatened him 

“Where have they gone to, then?” asked 
Maggie, after a pause, during which a cloud had 
fallen over her bright face, and stolen into her 
violet eyes. 

* They have taken the Rosary.” 

“ They have not gone very far.” 

“No, not much more than a mille,” 

“I wish they had remained here. 
though I had driven them out.” 

“What nonsense! You are his wife, and Lady 
Molyneux very properly sald that young married 
people are better alone, without avy of their 
relatives to interfere with them, at any rate, at 
first. And you need not pity them, for the 
Rosary is a delightful place, The high privet 
hedge that surrounds {t conceals {t from view. I 
had no {dea it was so charming. Just picture to 
yourself a long low houss, with porch, walls, and 
windows covered with roses, that cluster round 
and peep In at the narrow casements, and climb 
up even to the pointed gables, mingled with 
honeysuckles and great fuechias nailed against 
the time-worn grey stones, and low celled, black- 
beamed, old-fashioned rooms, and a garden 
with a smooth, grassy lawn, and fall of lovely 
flowers,” 

“ The description is perfect— quite an Arcadian 
residence,’ 

* Quite,” assented Mand, glibly. 

“All the same, though, I would rather have 
them here. There is plenty of room In this vast 
place. We should not have interfered with each 
other much.” 

“No, Well, some day I daressy you will 
have your mother-in-law to come to live with 
you.” 

“When will that be?” 

“ When Eanice marries.” 

"Ta she going to be married t” 

"Not that I am aware of.” 

" Hasn't the Comte proposed yet!” 

‘' He may have proposed, but she has evi- 
dently not accepted a8 no engagement has 
been announced,” 

** Ts he still as much in love?” 

“More eo, and I can’t understand why she 
won’t have him. He would be a very good match 
even for her. I belfeve he has a splendid place 
at Marseliles.” 

“ Yes, Lionel has stayed there with him. Hae 
is quite a millionaire, Keeps a yacht and racers, 
a indulges in all sorts of extravagances, I 
quite thought {b would have been all settled by 
this time, and that three brides would stand 
at the altar on Thursday,” and Lady Molyneux 
looked at the brides elect. 

‘* Perhaps she doesn’t care to marry & French- 
man and live oud of England, observed quiet 
Laurea, who seldom or never got a chance of 
saying a word when Maud was present, as that 
talkative young woman bcos mouopolised 
the whole of the conversation, 

** Perhaps that is it, Taough other countries 
are very lovely and bright and sunshiny still ; 
there fe no place like Eagland. I should be 
very loth to leave ft and make my home else- 
where,” said Maggie, her eyes wandering once 
more to the view of wood and bill and stream, 
over which the dusk of the early spring night was 


I feel as 





wT don't think it fs because of that,” re- 
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marked Kate, 1 wise an she 
omy , looking very ar spoke of 


“What is it, then?” demanded the second 
Miss Randal, promptly. 

‘I belleve she has seen someone else that she 
likes, or thinks that she likes better than the 
Oomte.” 

‘s Why 7” 

* Because she need to speak as though she in- 
tended to marry him before her visit to town this 
jast winter, and since then she has grown cool to 
him, and Is emitten, I am certain, with the 
attractions of a fascinating and handsome artist. 
abe met while away.” 

** A handsome artist,” cried Maud and 
slmultaneously. “‘Who is he? What is 
name?” 

“Idon’t know, I don’t remember her ever 
having told me,” replied their elder sister, calmly, 
little knowing the anxiety both felt, and the 
relief they experienced at not hearing the name 
bag feng: are 

‘Tt may only be a fancy,” said her ladyabip, 
after a pause, daring which the cloud had 
deepened on her face and in her eyez. ‘‘ She will 
return to her first love when it is past.” 

“ Perhaps so, I hope she will. He would be 
® better match for her than an artist.” 

i + hey they are always poor wretches,” sueered 

a 

“Not always,” objected Kate, “Sometimes 
they make big fortunes, and win fame as well, 
and are highly desirable acquaintances.” 

* Sometimes, nob often.” 

“TI think you are prejudiced against them.” 

“Not tm the least,” she retorted, quickly, 
though a deep flush rose to her cheek and burnt 
there farlously, for she knew that her calm, sedate 
elder sister had long ago gueseed how much she 
had once liked, and how equally much she now 
hated, Terence 0’ Hara. 

‘ Have you heard lately from Captain Clinton }” 
asked Maggte, quite meclous of the cause of 
Maud’s evident annoyance, still wishing to create 
a diversion. 

“Yes. I heard two days ago,” 

" How is he getting on?” 

** Very well indeed, ’ 

** Any chance of his coming back soon ?”’ 

“lam afraid not, He won’s be able to get 
leave for another yoar or six months,” 

“And you don’t intend to go ont to him }” 

“No. That part of the country is in too dis- 
turbed a state—and—there Is the dressing-bell,” 
she added. 

*Iait}” cried herladyehip, jumping up quickly, 
and showing very little of the dignity her prs 
and position demanded. “I must run ff and 
make baste. I wonder what Brenshaw has found 
for me to wear, Laura, Kate, you must come to 
my room after dinner, I shall plead fatigue and 
leave Maud to take my place and entertain my 
guests, I want to haves long, quiet chat with 
you, and to give you the things I brought from 
Paria, You must alip away quietly and come up 


tome, Won’s you?’ 

re.” 

They both sgreed, and when the long, stately 
dinner came to an end, and the iadies were in 
the drawing-room, Lady Molyneux noticed that 
Maggie was looking pale, and advised her to go 
to bed, as she must be tired after her long 
journey ; and Maggie at once seized the opportu- 
uity, and left the room with Laura, making a 
eign to Kate to follow; and when the three were 
alone together, she showed them all the treasures 
she had bought while abroad, and gave them the 
pretty kuick-knacks she had purchased for them, 
aud two beautifal Brussels lace veils, which three 
days later adorned their heads and hid their 
blushes, as they stood at the altar and plighted 
thelr troths respectively to Walter Landon and 
Richard Thornton In the little grey, ivy-grown 
church ab Wingfield, 

{ 


CHAPTER XVIL 
“pip He FORGIVE?” 


“How would you like a jew weeks in town?” 
asked Sir Lionel a fortnight later, coming into the 
blue boudcir, where his wile sat, with a delicate 





plece of work In her hand, 

“ZT abould like it very much,” she replied bt 
once. 

“You won't mind leaving the country now, 
when {6 fs looking ite fairest and brightest ?” 

“Not to go with you. I would rather be in 
town with you than here without you.” 

“ You darling,” he ejaculated, g her with 
the old lover-like fervour that six months of 
matrimony bad in no wise cooled, 

“ You have business there, I suppose” 

“Yea, I muebt go for two or three dayr, and 
as I have to take the trouble of going at all, I 
thought you might as well come too. I don’s 
care to part with you for even forty-eight hours, 
you Httle witch ; and of course you won’t care 
to take a lot of smart gowns up to town for the 
space of three days, so we will stay, if you would 
like it, 8 month or two,” 

“T should like it immensely,” she reiterated. 

“Very well. Then I wili send Green up to 
lpok ont for a furnished house, He will know 
what will suit us, You can ba ready next 


i Yes.” 

" Perhaps Eunice would like to goalso, She 
will be company for you, as I shail have to leave 
you @ good deal.” 

“Yes, I should like to have her with me.” 

* And Maud aleo 1” 

“Thanks, It is very good of you to make the 
suggestion. but she goes to Fiorence ic a few days 
wich aunt.” 

"Really! You don't mean to say that Mrs. 
Pattieon is golog to spend money on travelling 1” 
laughed the Baronet, who knew how close the 
old lady Was. and how little she cared to part with 
her money. 

“She wouldn’t if she could help it, you may 
be sure; but her longs are affected, and the 
doctors have ordered her to the south at once.” 

"Ob, I see. That accounts for the unwonted 
extravagance,” 

" tj so, I don’t envy Mand,” 

“ Nor 1.” 

‘Aunt will go in the cheapest and most un 
comfortable manner possible.” 


“I guppose so, Here she comes,” he added, | 


ae Miss Randal appeared on one of the lower 
terraces, making her way slowly towards the 
blue boudolr, “I must tease her aboud the 


‘Well, Maud,” he began, the moment she 
came fp, “I hear you are going to have a great 
treat.” 

© What Is that?” she asked. 


“A tour fa foreign parts, under delightful 


circumstances, 

** Ob, don’s talk about it,” she re , making 
oa moue of disgust, ‘‘ it is too awfal to think 
o! » 


"Don’t you think you will enjoy yourself very 
much t” 

‘*No, I am sure I shan’t. Aunt will take 
rooms in some dusky, dirty little street, and 
saunter out once or twice a-day fora stroll on the 
Piszza della Signoria, That will be the beginning 
and end of my enjoyment.” 

“ Ah, but only think you will be in a city fall 
of memories of the past; where Michael Angelo 
lies, where Luca della Robbia worked, where 
Lore: z> the Magnificent lived, where Savonarola 
suffered.” 

- Yes, I know 3 bat that won't do me any 


"It will do you this much good, there will be 
heaps of places of Interest to see. You must 
take a peep at the Palace of the Uffizl, the 
Daomo and the Campanile, and St. Mareo, 
— with the freecoes of Fra Angelico— 


** Don’t, don’t |” she interrupted, covering her 
ears with her hands. ‘‘I don’t want to hear 
a gat nam I — ee be able to 

my chaperce to go, ® é disappoint- 
ment will be all the greater if I know what I am 


"* Well, I won't tantalize you, then. I'll go out 
and so avold the temptation, which I must 
acknowledge is very vos Good-bye for the 
present,” and teking bie hat he stepped out on to 
the terrace, where Rufus was waiting for him, 
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|A Woman’s 
Greatest 
Privilege, 


her greatest happiness, her ideal, is bound up 
in that one word © mother.” She looks forward 
some day to become the mother of a healthy 
happy child. Now, a woman who suffers fro: 
debility or weakness of the delicate feminine 
organs is eure to become an invalid, unless she 
takes steps to rid herself of these ailments. \ 
woman, young or middle-aged, who suffers 
this way, can be a nappy amiable wife aud 
competent mother. hese ~“zilments sap t« 
very life out of her, rack the nerves, destroy 
her temper, paint lines of care and suffgring va 
her face, making the once bright, vivacious, 
happy girl or womar, into a weak, nervous. 
debhitated invalid. For such women—for all 
women in fact—Madame Le Beau's Corsets are 
the only sure and quick cure—d and medi- 
cine are uecless. These Corsets are guaranteed 
to send a mild, continuous current of electri- 
city (that restorative, purifying, and life-giving 
element) into the system, acting directly on the 
delicate and important organisms of a woman. 
They build up—by their vital, life-giving force 
—the entire strength of every bodily function. 
They soothe pain, driving away headaches, 
neuralgia, nervousness, toning up the system, 
bringing back the bloom r~ health to th: 
cheek, and fitting woman to carry out 5c: 
duties, and bring into the world  healthfol, 
happy children. Hundreds of women bave 
testified to their merits; so will you if you 
wear them. You don't have to believe in therm 
to get this benefit, for whether you believe ‘u 
them or not, they will do all we claim f-r them 
just the same, if pp wear them, and, why n«t 
wear them? Fashion insiste that you should 
wear corsets. Madame Le Beau's Corsets are 
perfect in every way—fit, fashion, and finish— 
and their price is only 7s. 6d. Call and ree 
‘them, and read the original letters received 
from grateful women all over na: Si send 
FO. to Madame Le Beau, 489, Oxford Street, 
London, W. 3 

Remember, no case of debility, weakness, 
nervousness, or ill-health in a woman can resist 
their marvellous curative powers, 
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basking In the sun, and, accompanied by his great 
dog, he sauutersd slowly awey. 


(To be continued.) 


Tae Stony OommeEncen ux No. 1885, 
CAN STILL BE HAD. 


Back NuMBERS 








FACETIA, 


Femyp: “I suppose you kvow all your 
mistress’s secrets by this time?” The Maid: 
“ Why, I know the real colour of ber hair.” 

“J UNDERSTAND that old Gotrox made his for- 
tune out of a eimple invention.” ‘No, Oct of 
a simple inventor.” 

Bices: “What business is your son in}” 

se: “ He’s a contractor.” Bigge: * What 
line?” Higgs: “Debts.” | 

Tue Housswire: “Your wife alck? Didn't 
you tell me last week she was dead!” The 
Tramp: “Yes, mum? but I’ve married again.” 

Bertie: “Be mine, darling! You are the 
Nght of my life!” Geraldine: ‘‘ Yes, dear ; but 
papa doesn’t think you area good match for me.” 

“Ts thie a fast train?” the poss called 
out, “Yes!” replied the guard. “I thought 
so. Would you mind gevting out to see what ip 
is fast to ¢” 

Netty: “I don’t see how one’s feet 
wet causes toothache.’’ Jack: “ You don’t? If 
you had ever hada tooth pulled you would know 
vhat the roots run clear to your toes.” 

Mrs Cavstiqut (to her hostess): “ Good- 
night, I’ve enjoyed myself immensely.” Mr. 
Caustique (as they depart): “‘ Which means, I 
suppose, that you have found plenty to criticise,” 

Morzer: “Did you meet any strangers at the 
reception?” Daughter: “ Oaly one, @ sea cap- 
tain, snd he made me very » "Did he 
talk shop?” ‘*No; he talked ship.” 

‘*Waenever I see Abrahams I am reminded of 
the b that those whom -the gods love die 

.’ “But he’s five-and-seventy if he's a 
day.” “Exactly. That’s just my point,” 

“TI coULDN'T gets policy from that insurance 
company.” “Rejected!” “ Yes, I don’t ride a 
wheel and all pedestrians are now considered extra 
hozardous risks. As I'm near-sighted in one 
eye they wouldn't risk me at all.” 

‘Evia, you have been playing all the afternoon 
with these toy soldiers. That's not a proper 
amusement for a b'g girl like you.” “Bat 
mamma, I am not playing with the soldiers. «I 
picked owt the officers and played with them.” 
ae Pia os French oe 

salng down the Wagner opere. inks ; 
“Ot course not, Nothing leas than a thunder- 
storm or a dynamite explosion can down Waguer 
after the orchestra gets its second wind.” 

" Trans, do you know anythivg about Iitera- 
ture?” '* No.” “ Know anything about art!” 
“ Nothing.” “Koow anything about music?” 
“Not a * “Good. Come over to my rcom, 
pick out # pipe, and let’s enjoy ourselves.” 

Mrs, Bennam: ‘I believe there is a burglar in 
the pantry where I put the pies and cakes I 
made today. Why, what are you atuffiag the 
pillow into your ears for?” Benham: “I don’t 
want to hear the death-rattle in his throat.” 

Mr. J,: “ What would you suggest, doctor, for 
insomnia?” Dr, Pillsbary: “I would sugges? 
eee sit up with a sick man and 
pA Pa his medicine every hour for a few 


: Now, Johnny, I have whipped you 
only for your own good. eve I have onl 
done my duty, Tell mé truly, what do you 

reelf?” Jobnny: “If I told you what 1 
think, you'd give me another whackiog |” 

“Waar are you going to do with that silver- 

revolver of mine)” avked the languid has- 

"Tam going to use it to drive the wolf 

the door,” the energetic wife. 

she took the nearest pawnshop 
Got five shillings on 


, 





"My dear husband, ft !s certainly very unjust | Ava cricket-match played fn the park of 
In you to abuse mothers-In-law so, There are | well-known baronet it was necessary to secure 
good ones.” ‘Well, well, never mind! 1 | the services of one of the footmen as umpire. 
haven't sald anything against yours — only | In due course the baronet went In, and the 
mine!” | second ball delivered the baronet stopped with 

“Yes, my hands are soft,” said young De | hia leg, and the cry of “How's that?” was 
Dadley, as a smal! party the other night, as be | raleed. It was the footman on whom rested the 
gezed at his useless a: Then he added : | decision, and, turnivg to his master, he said, fp 
“Do you know how I do it? Islwayseleep with | # half-apologetic tone: ‘I’m afraid I must say 
my gloves op,” “And do you sleep with your | ‘Not at home,’ Sir John.’ “Not at home ?”’ 
hat on, too?” asked » pert young lady. “ (h, | retorted the baronet; ‘‘ what do you mean! 
no,” answered the dude, And then he could not |“ Well, then, Sir John,” replied the footman, 
imagine what the company were smiling about, | “if you will have it, | mean that you're hout! 
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SOCIETY. 


Tue Queen will probably stay In the Isle of 
Wight for about five weeke, proceeding to 
Balmoral for the autumn elther on Thursday, 
August 24%h, or on Tuesday the 29th. 


Tue Qaeen will give two banquets fn the 
Durbar Room at Osborne in honour of the visit 
of the German Emperor. The season ab Cowes 

romises to be In every way exceptionally 
brilliant, if the weather Is, ae 15 usually proves, 
propitious, 

Amone other gifts to the Ittle five-year-old 
Prince on his last birthday was a splendid 
collection of Hussars, absolutely perfect in every 
detail of dress, It is the Dake of York’s wish 
that his eldest son should be « Husear, and the 
wee man fs already well acquainted with the 
accoutrements of his fature regiment, 

Pairce Watbemar or Denmark will sail in 
September on a voyage to Siam, Caina, and 
Japan, in command of the Danish crulser 
Valkyrien, and, according to F pees arrangs- 
ments, he {s to be accompanfed by his nephew 
Prince Charles, If thie plan {x carried out, 
Princess Charles will return to England from 
Copenhagen in October with the Princess of 
‘Wales, and will stay with her te at Marl- 
borough Houee and at Sandringham during the 
absence of her hasband from Denmark. 

Tue Duke of Fife bas forbidden the people on 
his estate to take Jodgera, and there has been a 
good deal of grumbling in consequence, Ib is 
impossible now to sympathise with the Duke fn 
the matter, for it seems that the new regulation 
made by him was owing to the vulgar curiosity 
of many of the tourists who, in thelr desire to 
eee Royalty, have caused much annoyance to the 
Duchess, constantly stopping the children in 
their walks and sometimes even going so far as 
te kiss them, In fact, the mnisance was-so great 
that a special gillie had to be told off for the pro- 
tection of the children. : 

A covuncit of ‘the leading members of the 
Rasslan Imperial Family (including the F nperor 
Nicholar, the Empress Dowager, the Grand 
Duke Michael Nicolaievitch, and the Grand Dake 
Viadimale Alexandrovitch) was recently held at 
St. Petersburg, at which it was intimated that 
the Grand Duke Georgs, second brother of the 
Emperor, has formally renounced his right of 
succession to the throne in consequence of the 
precarious state of his health. 

It is s curfous fact that there are at the present 
time so many European rulers who have no 
@irec’ heir in the third geveration, and in some 
oases there is no successor in the second genera- 
tion. The Grand Dake of Hesse has no son, and 
aa his uncles are both of them married 
tleally they are cub off from the line of 
eo that fo the event of His Royal Hi 
dying without a male helr the Grand Duchy 
fall to the Mae of Hesse-C sese], ae the dav 
cannot succeed, The Dake of Anhalt bas 
surviving sons, but no grandeon to succeed him 
so that the line seems doomed to die out fn the 
next generation. In Coburg the Duke will agaic 
be succeeded by a nephew, as was the case 
the late Duke Ernst died, In Baden the Grand 
Duke has no grandgon, and unless Prince Max of 
Baden should and have a son, there fs no 
helr in the third generation for the country. 
The heir to the King of Bavaria fe his uncle. 
Belgiam there fs only one life in the third 
generation, that of Prince Albert of Flanders, 
who is as yet, unmarried, Italy was alsoin a 
vere BOP wey wee Gs birth of the son of the 
Duke of Aosta. In Luxemburg there are only 
daughters, and the only brother of the Grand 
Duke of Luxemburg, Priuce Nicholas of Nassau, 
is morganatically married, and is, therefore cut 
off from the succeselon, The Queen of the 
Netherlands fs the last of her fine, and her 
subjects are most anxious to see her suitably 
married and the evceession ensured. In Austria 
the heir to the Eaplre is the nephew of the 
Emperor, who te unmarried and in delicate 
health, In Saxony the King will be succeeded 
by his nephew. 
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STATISTICS. 


Tux French people still fight on an average 
4000 duels every year. 

Tue flower trade of London exceeds In value 
£2 000.000 per annum. 

Swirzsrranp has 1693 hotels for tourlste, 
with 88,000 beds and 24 000 employé:. 

Between 1879 and 1897 the number of pro- 
fessional women writers in the Ualted Svates 
Increased from 159 to 3,163 





GEMS. 


od 


Notnine Is denied to well-directed labour, and 
nothing is ever to be attained without it. 

THERE are few things Impossible in themselves, 
and the application necessary to make them 
succeed is more often wanting than the means. 

Tr we deliberately seb to work to contravene 
any of nature’s laws we shall inevitably secure 
our own deserved defeat. But if we study them 
to discover their real meaning, which le always 
one of ultimate beneficence and progress, and if 
we cherish the eame aims, applyiog to them 
methods appropriate to ourselves, we shall be at 
one with her and azsiet her In the elimination of 
evil without sacrificing any of the warm and 
kindly sentiments that honour our humanity. 

THose who contradict everything, and those 
who assent tc eve , opposite ae they 
seem to each other, are alike ia thelr dis- 
loyalty to trath and simplicity, Ose opposes 
from the love of opposing, the other agrees 
from the love of agreeiug ; nelther is actuated 
by the pure and uneuilied love of truth Yet 
this is the one eslement which Is essential to 
all good conversation. No sloquencs can com- 
pensate for its absence, no gifts, graces, or 
syropathies can make ft supsrfiaous. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Lemon Juice —Take twelve large new lemons, 
put them ina lined sancepan with cold water, 
Ist the water gradually come to the simmer 
gently till the lemons are soft; take them out 
— —eerey all the aed rg be and a 

b; mtx in for every one of juice two pounds 
of augar ; stir, and boil over « slow fire ft the 
sugar is dissolved, then skim {t carefuliy, and 
keep ft for use. 

AspanaGts aND Hacs.—Beat six eggs lightly 
with a fork; add one half vol lp of salt, 
one table»poonful of milk and one tablespoonful 
of water. Have a skillet. bot with lard and 
butter mixed, and turn your eggs Into ft, Oook 
quickly, stirring all the time, Adi two dozsn 
asparagus tips, that have been boiled, and as soon 
as the eggs are firm but soft turn into a hot dieh 
and serve immediately. 

To Bor. a I’tcxtep Toxour —Soak it In cold 
water and put askewer through it anderneath 
to —— shape.-A tongue welghing three 
and-a- poundsis avery smal] one. Pat it on 
in cold water and bring it to the boil, then let {t 
boil very gently for about threehours. A tongue 
w six pounds jast takes three hours, but a 

oue takes « | less time. Allow tongue 


to cool a little in the water and then take off the: 


skin. 


Essexce or Vanttra —Out elght sticks of 
vanilis into very small pieces, pat them ia a large 
bottle, pour in one quart of rectified spirits of 
‘wine, and cork it down tightly ; keep the bottle 
in e@ warm temperature for two weeks, draw the 
essence off and decant ft Into small, well-stoppered 
bottles ; or cut three pods of vanilla into very 
emall shreds, put them Into & bottle with one 
pint of brandy and cork the bottle, shake occa 
sionally, and fo three months’ time fb is ready for 
use. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Accorpnse to a high same cold water is a 
valuable stimulant to many, if nob all people. 
Its action on the heart fe more stimulating than 
brandy. Ib has been known to rafze the pulse 
from 76 to over 100, 


Eacn day of the week has cerved as a day of 
reet somewhere: Sunday among Obrisilans, 
Monday with the Greeks, Tuesday with the Per- 
sians, Wednesday with the Assyrians, Tharsday 
with the tians, Friday with the Turks, and 
Saturday with the Hebrews. 


Tx Holland the Sunday delivery is opposed by 
the religious classes to come extent, and thoee 
who do not wish that a letter be delivered on 
Sunday leave the small notice atiached to the 
stamp, and the letter remains over tfil Monday 
in the post-office, Those who do nob care ff the 
letter Is dalivered on Sanday, or, rather, who 
wish it delivered on that te hy it arrives at {ts 
destination, simply tear off the small restriction 
clause. Therefore, the matter almply is the de- 
It of the letter on arrival, and bas nothing to 
do with its travels on Sanday: : 

Tur bride’s ple was formerly, {a some parts 
F of Yorkshire, so essential a dish on the dining. 
table after the celebration of the msrriage, that 
there was no prospect of happiness without it. 
This was always made round with a very strong 
crust, ornamented with various devices, In the 
middle of {t, the grand essential was a fat laying 
bev, fall of eggs. It was also garnished with 
minced and sweetmeats, Iv would have beso 
deemed an act of neglect or. rudeness if any of 
the party omitted to partake of {t, It was the 
etiquette for the we always to walt, on 
this occasion, om his bride. The term bridegroom 
took its origin from hense, 

Cupan ladies rarely walk, and even when shop- 

sit in théir carriege while the shopkeeper 
out his goods for their inspection. As 


women of society the Caban ladies shine. In the 

ball-room, at bull-fights, at the theatre, or ab any 

trentest advantage. ‘The svost lavteh  tolltte 
van C) 

—_ wealth and ergy b 

which im 8 ly ey aspect to the 

acene, ied ladies out of doors wear gowns 


that would only be suitable for the ball-room [x 
Europe, the besutifal climate of Havans, even in 
winter, allowing the thinnest costumes to be 


difficult to imagine a pleasanter or more restfu! 
holidsy than one spent among the quiet, old- 
world towns of B such as Antwerp, 
Beuges, or Ghent, with thelr famous cathedrals 
and rire carmen quaint meifeval street: 
and old io phayst ge rod ear 
of 9 days, and, in some 

“4 ~ Particulars of end time- 
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Dooke (ee) ca ba bated ofthe Geet Raster 
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KOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Woxatzp.—It would be a bigamous marrisge, 

Hamsk-March 15tb, 1871, fell on a Wedneeday, 

Is Dest. You raust pay the full amount dersanded. 

Duxpex.—The verbal notice is sufficient provided you 
have evidence, 

Jopy.—Take it toa dealer in such goods, and ask him 
to make an offer, 


Syupatnien.— Dreyfus was publicly degraded on 
January 5th, 1895. ; 

Possy.—We do not give personal recommendations 
such as you ask for. & 

A. B. 0.—It would go to the next-of-kin, if the 
owner died intestate. j 

L. 8.—Lye is made by allowing water to filter slowly 
through hardwood ashee. 

Anxrery.—Write to the incumbent of the yarish 
where tho marriage teok place. 

Iswerrron.If the son takes the f.ther’s estate he is 
0 far able fer his father’s debts. 

Aases.--The Foyndling 
street, Russell-square, tandem Aes 

W. T.—Wo think you should givo the subject serious 
consideration before coming to a decision. 

Ore Rrapen.—Your only course ts to threaten him 
with the County Oourt if he does not pay. 

Asxious To [Inproysz.—Carlgle.is beyond ordinary 
readers; bis style renders his meaning obscure, 

Uscantam.-—-The fect of the rame being In’ 
will make no ditferenve in the legality of the marriage. 

ARGUMENT,--The line “ Ships that pass in the night,” 
a from Longfellow’s poem * Talon of a Waysice 


Tep's Dakiieg ~George 1, of ‘Bngland introduced 
the black Gockade from’ Germany as a mark of the 
servant, . <i 

Foup oF Frowers.—A flower cnt in the morning will 
outlast two flowers out in the day when the sun is 
upon them. ” 

Wary Morner.—The official who received your 
letter would in falfilment of duty show it to his 
superior officer, ; 

4 Loven. on tum “ Lowpow PReavrn."—Impossible 
to wivy any Without a Knowledge of the whole 


Ixvromawt.—The young lady showed a lack 
Bree’ tute, but she did wrong, and the 
is very trivial. 
; Ose 3S Serene as We Santino {fs your o-= pro- 
perty, you before marrie usband 
cannot in with it, EE 
Broxsw-neaRren.—It 


faults on beth sides, mae ee resatved, ond 
a 
much pride, ef 


Fostuize.—"' Fosil” was the old name for the fint 
and fusilicrs 


ia im Guildford. 


A. M.—A cork that is steeped for a few moments in 
hot vaseline will, it is said, serve al! the purposes for 
which a glass stopper is used. 

Mace Resven.—Members of Parliament, on ons 
office uncer the Crown, vacate the'r seats, and Lave 
Semel actives aoe cothestine = 

Hano-vp.—Yellow plano keys may be whitened 

them over with a mixture of halfgn canna Oh 


Kong is an island off the coast of 
Obing. The , of which it forms part, 
includes @ portion of the ad t mainland. 


“T. Vaatrr?.—To eradicate 


Scorrznea.—Arcsuredly you ought to see a medical 
man without delay ; we fear there is more wrong than 
you mention, but even if nct, what fg described in- 
dicates @ very faulty 


Euiarant.—{f the articles yon are taking with you 
into the States sre worn goode—that is, have been tv 
use for a time, no duty will be charged upon them ; 
but if new, they must pay i{ke other merchandieo, 


Ornzan.—A he fr Miso a town. We call auy place 
which hes several thousands of inhabitants a town, 
bat sities are only created | specisl obirter, or by 
virtue of their belpg the seat of a bishopric. 

Rosie Posiz.—No time can. be given fix whipping 
cream ; it depends on the cream and the skill of the 
person whipping it; very thick cream whfps in a few 
minutes, when not so thick takes a good while. 

Moarnu.--Fow things are so dangerous to health as 
damp clothes ; both vuter and under garments should 
te Casoubey aired before being wirs, and a new 
+ pm should bave particular attention paid to it in 


L. M.—Before biacking brown boots, take a raw 
a cut it in balf, and rab over the leather with it. 
7 be found very much easier to apply the 
and the appearanese of the boots will be 
factory. 


far 
more 4a’ 


Tropume 
cat is to rub it all over with castor oi), working it 
the broker parts of the skin ; the onimal 
will Hoek itzel?, and induce slight sickness, but that does 
no harm. 
Poventy.—Econemy does not moan meanness and 
It implies the best and wisest uses of the 
moans that are given; and since it isa question that 
comes Into every phase of life, public and private, no 
Ope need be «shamed to practise it. 


THE SINGLE STRING. 


Wuew the violet buds in the warm, wet woods, 
And the robin sings in the tree, 

There comes a voice from a distant land, 
Calling, calling me. 

Sehivca the mecigueened wegane 
ut from tened ways,— 

Back to the old Boherian lite’ 

In the wild and reckless days. 


From the time of the rose to the passing of snows 
I tread to the mark of men ; 

But a longing comes with the firat spring blooms 
And tags at my heart egain. 


Draws at my heart with a single string, _ 
Though T'snapt in twain or ther ti 
@ other tie 

When I came here fcr her dear sake, 


my heart has veods that her narrew creeds 
neither know nor fi]; 
Though I tread the line for this jove of mine, 
Tho’ I bid my pulses still ; ; 


When the violet buds in the ¥arm, wet woods. 
And the robin sings in the tree, 

Stil comes that voloe from a dista: +t land, 
Calling, calling me. 


R. T.—It is certainly time the parente should be told ; 
indeed, we think you have already delayed longer than 
was proper, unless Wee good reason sach 
delay. you must write, state the facts in platn, 
straightforward terms. 


or 
smooth and free from scratches é 
with rotten stone and off, alcvbol, or spirits of 





,avold all rich, greasy 
food, bathe 2ently, and take a good 

for a considerat!s length of 

Asan external bay rum or a fine 
of ce on the face frequently 





—The best thing you can do with the mangy- 


Qvack,—The word “quack” fe derived from several 
Eucopean langoagee—German, Dutch and Danlsh—in 
which it hes the same signification, and is much alike 
‘In the low German the word ta quacken, and was 
applied to the ory of a duck, which from ita sound is 
evidently the origin of the word. The application of 
the term quack to an ignorant medical pretender {s 
ancient, and aroee from the fact that travelling mounte- 
banks of former days were loud and bvastfal, while the 
noise they made was of no more account than the 
quacking of ducks. 


E.stz.-To make mayonnalse without oll put the 
yolks of four ¢ggs im a small, narrow saucepan. Melt 
four ounces butter. Let it stande few minutes. Then 
remove the white senm and pour the clear butter In a 
cup, leaving the sediment in the bottom of the sauce- 
pan. Add the clarified butter slowly to the yolks while 
stirring conatantly, Place the saucepan in a pan of hot 
water near the fire, Stir until it thickens and remove 
atonce, Continue the stirring for afew minutes Add 
a pinch of galt, a teaspoonful lemon juice, and last two 
tat lsepoonfuls whipped cream, The cream, if not at 
hand may be omitted, but tho sauce is not quite so 
nice. Great care should be taken, in preparing this 
sauce, to remove it from the fire as soon as it begins to 
thicken, otherwise the yolks will ourdle. 











A BOOK FOR LADIES. 


The knowledye contained in this book is of PRICE 
LESS VALUE TO EVERY MARRIED LADY, and has 
been the means of brightening the lives of thousands 
It contains a large amount of valuable information. 
Ail will profit by reading it, as the knowledge gained 
is priceless, and cannot but do good. Sent in sealea 
envelope for two stamps. 

A lady, writes us: “I have read your book. It m 
simply invaluable; and gave me the information I have 
seught after for years,” 


3B. VIMULE, Dalston Lane, London, N.E 








How to Play the Piano. 


Unique Tutor by PROF, MUNRO. 

This marvellous tetor (sdlf-instrnctor) ig comprehensive, ful? 
music gize, and as simple as ABO. It endbles anyone, or 
without previous knowledge of music, to learp iu less than one 
week to play the piano or Organ beautifully, accompany songs iy 
all keys, improvise, and play dauce music, Most strongly recom- 
monded to all masse lovers by the Weelly Times and other papere. 
Absolutely invaluable asa time saver and pieasure-giver ea cals 
now become immediately your own acoompanist,etc. Everyone ic 
charmed with it. Post free, 3s. 6d. 


VOICE PRODUCTION AND SINGING, 





breathe, produce, and preserve the voice ; also bow to phrase and 
Wweiug with @ese, good taste aud. effect Very highly vecorame@nded 

by eminent authorities. [nva!nable to all Singers, Clorgymen and 
Public Speakers. Post free, ls. 


THE TEMPLE’ PUBLISHING 6O., 
146, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 








SIXTY YEARS’ | For 
ve indigestion, 


Headache, 
Biliousness, 
Constipation, 
Sea Sickneas. 


NVALUABLE 
For Lapms. 


@. Whelpton & Son, Crane Ot., Fleet St., London. 
(8062). 


L 2 0 | TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING. 
Md. Ode Pages), #0. How oo ones 
Batrdcersen eee 3 re. Havior Rost, Lenton, 
—- * | Eis langyee ond ni — 























Tex wy alg Sone Sr Be > be any part of the 
world, post- n n ily ; or Quarter! 
One and Rightpence. “the jonty sulacripaon 
for the Monthly Part, tmcluding Chr Part, 
Eight Shillings and Kighpence, post-frve. 


Aw Back Nownens, Pants and Vorcuzs are ip 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICE.—Part 459 is Now Ready, prico Sixpen 
post free Eightpence. Also Vol LEXIL, bound i 
cloth, 4s, 6d. 


Taz INDEX To Vor. LXXIL ts now Ready; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpenca. 


Act Lerrens To Br Apparessp To Tam Eprron 
fe Lonvpow Braver, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 





e%« We cannot undertake to return rejectod manus 


New Treatise baced_on the true Italian method, showing how to 
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- HOLLOWAY’S PILLS | 


{ ; Nerves invigorated. They may be 





Manufactured only at 78, 


| | CURE BILIOUSNESS, HEADACHE, CONSTIPATION, 
| 


; THE INVALID, THE YOUNG AND THE OLD. 


NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON; sold by all Medicine Vendors, 


: INDIGESTION AND ALL LIVER COMPLAINTS. : 
4 By their use the Blood is rendered pure, the System strengthened, and 


used with perfect confidence by 















































KEATINCS | 
POWDER 
ers Fae! zo - 
bs : 
r< AGE ERED ES TR : 
D eee - 
Tvs 5262303 | a 
fo Sometime Papen — 
PEPPER'S TONIC | KEEPS THE SKIN “Cool 
| —_ | it entirely Gh 
| - REFRESHED ore or ore 
Promotes Appetite. ‘ DURING THE IRRITATION, 


CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS. 


SHILLING BOTTLES. 


SHILLING 





BOTTLES. 


LOTION 


SULPHOLINE 


A SPOTLESS SKIN. 
A BEAUTIFUL GOMPLEXION. 


ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 





j (HEAT OF SUMMER., ‘SUNBURN, RED- 
NESS, ROUGH- 


9 NESS, etc., and 
keeps the SKIN 
delicately SOFT, 
SMOOTH and 


WHITE at all 
Seasons. 











Botties 6d. & is. | ; 
M, BEETHAM & SON. Cheltenhar 
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